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THE BLACK SUN ASCENDANT: 


An Assassin’s Tale 


CHAPTER ONE 


“The identity of all men is buried beneath the rubble 
of their own histories.” 


Bill Granger, The British Cross, 1983. 


May, 2002. 


He'd made the commitment and there was no turning back now. As the low rumble of the engine 
and the "chunga, chunga" from the rail cars passing over the points grew louder, no power of will 
could delay this train's arrival. The weather had turned foul with the coming dusk and only 
helped to add to his sense of foreboding. Standing alone on the platform, rain trickling down his 
neck and matting the hair on the exposed portion of his scalp, he felt the sharp chill gnaw 


through to his skin. 


Instinctively, he knew the train had made the final bend in the track and was beginning its 
approach toward the station; his insides churned in consort with the ground's vibrations as it 
advanced. The glare of train’s head-lamps bathed the station in a milky glow while the rhythmic 
‘thrum’ of its engine and piercing clang of the bell intensified into an auditory climax. Squinting 
against this brightness, the man forced his cap further down on his head and pulled his collar as 
high as it would go. The wall of air that preceded the train broke over him in waves. Steeling 
himself to its arrival, he wondered why he'd said he'd do this assignment; he sensed something 


about it wasn't right. 


Descending upon the station's platform with a renewed ferocity, the train drove to within 
a few feet of where the man stood as he began his assault toward the platform's edge. Cutting a 
path through the wind, vibration and noise chaos seemed defined in this very moment. 
Concerned only with boarding he neglected to notice that someone had come up behind him. A 
firm grip took hold of his shoulder, spun him around and with a powerful thrust, pushed him into 
the path of the train. He could just make out above the noise, "I bid you a good night, Mr. 


Glasgow!" The last thing he saw before he fell was a shadow fleeing the platform. 
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Bizzz, bizzz, bizzz, bizzz... 


The man awoke with a jolt, heart in his mouth and racing to God knows where. Bathed in 
sweat he mumbled, "Damn this dream, why again?" A shaft of sunlight pierced a crack in his 
curtains. Absently, he reached out and punched the alarm clock into silence. The choking rumble 
of a poorly tuned engine accompanied by the hollow clank of empty garbage cans being tossed to 
the ground filtered through the partially open, bedroom window. Looking at the clock, seven in 


the morning, he should have remembered that you could set your watch by these guys. 


Automatically the man felt for the pistol he'd placed under his pillow the night before - 
still there - would it ever be otherwise? The older he got the more he was second-guessing 
himself and this was a bad sign. Removing the Glock, he slipped it into its holster hanging on the 
bedpost by his night table and swung his feet over the edge of the bed, greeting the 


accompanying pain with a resigned grimace. 


Arms, neck, shoulders, even his legs all ached and it seemed that the man could feel the 
sting of every old scar. In his youth even the toughest jobs would never put him out of action for 
more than a few days; now it took months to get back to normal. Still, what did he have to 


complain about? At 42, having been in the business for eleven years, he was way ahead of his 


peers who were either dead, in jail or in hiding. Ironically he hadn't lost his reputation for being 


the best in the business, although he secretly knew he was slipping. 


Lately he’d begun to crave retirement, a wife, fat babies - a family; yet these feelings 
surprised him since the idea of being a husband and father had never appealed to him before. 
However, like a persistent throbbing at the back of his mind he couldn’t rid himself of this idea 
of starting his own little clan. He knew however, that his clients wouldn’t let him retire quite so 
easily - they’d become addicted to his fast and efficient methods. The gold watch and a 
comfortable retirement weren't the way his line of work ended anyway, he thought to himself, 


smirking. 


Padding to the washroom the man threw his sweat soaked pajamas in a laundry bin and 
then absently looked at himself in the mirror. He'd heard a great line from Harrison Ford in one 
of the actor’s movies, "It's not the age, but the mileage." Still, when he considered that his 200 
plus pounds were mostly muscle and that he still had a full head of hair, graying and short, but all 
there, hey, he could be doing worse! He'd even had the wife of his next door neighbor tell him 
that he resembled another actor, Clive Owen, with his square jaw, dimpled chin and broad 


forehead. Right - now if he could just wake up and get this shit out of his head... 


The man pulled the washroom’s stall door shut and surrendered to the torrent coming 
from the shower head. Letting out a palpable groan, he allowed the blistering stream to paint his 


aching body a ruddy hue. 
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I take a brief look through the kitchen window. I can see no unidentifiable cars, no stranger 
lurking against a lamp post or at a bus stop and only Janet standing on her driveway. Curiously, I 
see that the blinds remain drawn on the Henderson's bedroom windows; not something I expect 


from neighbors who consistently rise early. 


"Good morning Victor." There she is, the ‘wife next door’ calling out to me as I lock up 


my house. 


Janet is, I guess, approximately 39. She has brown, shoulder length hair and big, 
luminous dark eyes that seem to twinkle every time she sees me. Her husband Bert, an 
accountant, leaves home at eight o'clock each morning, allowing her time to flirt with me as we 


both make for our cars at eight-thirty. 


"Good morning Janet, how's Bert? I haven't seen him around the last few days." I deadpan 


this, hoping she wouldn't take it as a come-on. 


"Oh Bert's still Bert, you know, boring. He's at one of his conferences again; what do you 


imagine accountants have to talk about?" She moves closer to my car as we speak. 


Taking another quick glance at the Henderson's bedroom window and noticing a quiver in 
the blinds I reply, "I can't imagine. Have a good day Janet." As I feel the hair rising on the back 


of my neck, I try to cut our chat short, no luck. 


"Why don't you and I get together Friday night, I can cook up one of my Italian specialties 
and you can tell me more about yourself." Now within arms reach her perfume has become 
overbearing and unwelcome; had she ever heard of moderation? I'd never seen her act this 
aggressively and the twinkle in her eye has turned mischievous. It was time to go; a fellow can 


only be so polite. 


Retreating to my car I pull open the door and lean in to sit behind the wheel. My whole 
body seems to go weightless, giving me a sense that I’m floating, while an unexpected wave of 
nausea brings bile into my throat. There’s also a ringing in my ears, "Dr. Richards to the OR 
STAT, Dr. Richards to the OR STAT." There are unintelligible words popping out of nowhere to 


rattle around in my head. 


As quickly as the ringing started, it stopped. I fall heavily into my seat and it’s with a 
tremendous effort that I avoid throwing up all over the dashboard. I hear myself mumble aloud, 
"What...? Huh, what...?" Glancing toward the open, driver’s side door I find Janet's face is 
uncomfortably close to mine with a note of concern glowing in those dark eyes. I find her 


presence suffocating. 


"I said the kids will be staying with their grandparents this weekend, so we can have some 
privacy. Are you all right Victor, you look awfully pale, that is, in a handsome sort of way?" 


Janet's smile returns with amusement playing in the lines around her eyes. 
"Fine thanks..." I gasp. I need space, fresh air, time to think... 


Pulling the door shut I start up the car and begin to back it out of the driveway. She just 


manages to say that I should call her tonight as I drive away. 


Pointing the car in the direction of the Henderson's house I notice Janet in the rear-view 
mirror, hands on her hips, watching as I slip away. My sense of relief grows as my privacy 
returns. Are my instincts correct? Am I being watched? I'll have my last look at the Henderson's 


home to find out. 
seateakakeok 
The dark-skinned young man with black, curly hair let the blinds fall gently back into place. 


"He's on the move, passing your way. BE CAREFUL!" He spoke into a miniature mike on his 


collar. 


"Roger that, we see him now and will give him a two minute lead. We're picking up the 
transmitter's signal very clearly, there should be no problem following him." This came from a 


disembodied voice in the young man's ear-piece. 


He turned to a leather clad, equally curly, dark haired beauty bending over the body of a 


woman; holding a syringe in her right hand. Cathy Henderson lay in her night gown with the bed 


sheets tucked up around her shoulders. 
"You finished?" His voice was deeper, and gruffer than his youthful appearance belied. 


"Yes," she responded, "she won't remember a thing with this injection, but she'll have one 
hell of a hangover when she comes to." The woman gave a measured reply in a heavy, eastern 
Mediterranean accent. Her hazel eyes shone out of an olive complexion as she looked with 


disdain at the young man. 


"Good, let's get out of here. This woman was not supposed to be here in the first place. 
Abel will have to answer for this slip in surveillance when I see him!" He spat the words out as if 


they were a poison. 


A gentle breeze from the adjacent bathroom window followed the two out of the 


bedroom, leaving only the lingering scent of chloroform behind. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


“Some history is based on truth; some on lies...” 


Anonymous 


Three years earlier - Western Anatolia, Turkey. 


"It's not right Emre! Turkey is a sovereign country. For her to give up control of the excavation is 
just not right!" Ahu's dark, almond-shaped eyes flashed the reflected crimson of the evening sky 
as she turned from her companion toward the vast expanse of the rocky, Anatolian steppe below 


her. 


"This is a Muslim country. This is our history. Sagalassos belongs to us, not to the 
Roman Catholic Church!" Her lean body stiff with anger, she shouted these words out toward 


Sagalassos, which sat quietly for the evening at the base of Alexander's Hill. 


Emre looked up at her with a genuine sympathy. How many times in his own career had 
he felt and expressed similar frustrations over Turkey’s indifference to its own sovereignty in all 
things archaeological. Their sense of national pride was for nothing however, since the Turkish 


government had sold-out their country in the faint hope of becoming part of Europe’s Union. 


"But Ahu, they have the money. You know as well as I that Sagalassos would still be 
lying under this grass and rock if it weren't for the generosity of the Vatican." The crack in his 


voice belied the lack of sincerity in his statement. 


Turning back to him, she looked over this shriveled little man. Sparse gray hair, dark skin 
deeply etched with wrinkles of a thousand digs and a permanent stoop caused by a lifetime of 
bending over artifacts. Dr. Emre Guven was very near his seventies now and yet he had remained 
true to the meaning of his name, ‘loving friend.’ He’d been her mentor for decades while she 
clawed her way up the archaeological ladder, teaching her the patience and perseverance needed 
to succeed where others failed. Most importantly to Ahu, Emre had been the father that she had 
never known. His emotional support, their shared confidences and the problems that they'd 


overcome together, these were the things her diplomat parents had never been around to do. 
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Dr. Ahu Eser by contrast, at five-foot-nine inches was tall for a Turkish woman, slim and 
olive skinned. Years of working outside had left her gently weathered, so that she looked older 
than her thirty-six years. Through hard work and Emre's guidance, she’d become so respected in 
her field that she was now the youngest person to hold a Directorship at the British Institute of 
Archaeology in Ankara. Sagalassos was her first major excavation to manage as Chief 
Archaeologist. Her joy was brief however, when she learned that the government had passed 
ultimate authority for the dig to a special Vatican envoy. A specialist in "forbidden archaeology," 


this envoy had given her nothing but grief since his arrival. 


Having calmed down somewhat she changed the subject, "What do you make of 


Sagalassos so far Emre?" 


"Based on what we've found, pottery shards, tiles, coins, it's pretty straight forward. 
We've got evidence of Hellenistic, Byzantine and Roman occupation, with perhaps older periods 


yet to be found." 


Neither had noticed that the stars had begun to appear in the sky; on a warm summer 


night such as this, their conversation could go on for hours. 


"Don't you find it odd that the Vatican would send such an important Papal representative 
to oversee an excavation of an ancient city known only for being on the Silk Road’s trade route? 
What do you suppose this expert in ancient religions hopes to find here?" She swept the dark hair 


away from her face as the soft night breeze began to pick up. 
"Odd yes Ahu, but remember that we have only uncovered..." 


Emre turned, startled into silence as a young urchin brushed past him and pushed an 
object wrapped in rags into Ahu's hand. No more than eight or nine years old the young boy was 


jabbering excitedly in Turkish. 


Seeing this boy, whom everyone at Sagalassos called Mert, Emre relaxed and smiled as 
he recognized himself six decades ago. No place to go, starving and without friends or family, 
he’d attached himself to a dig and offered whatever labor a ten-year-old could in exchange for a 


little food and shelter. Through keen observation, inquisitiveness, hard work and the kindness of 
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many over the years, he eventually earned himself a place in university with a scholarship to 
study archaeology. He vowed to return that kindness shown to him as a child, with equal 


generosity whenever he could. He hoped that Mert, as with Ahu, would be just such a chance. 


Accepting the block shaped object from Mert, Ahu found it heavier than expected; no 
wonder the little boy had had to hold it with both hands. Bringing a mini-light from the pocket of 
her khaki vest she carefully unwrapped the object, shining the light's beam over its surface. In the 


few seconds it took to examine it, her eyes grew wide and her pulse raced. 


"Ahu, for Heaven's sake, what is it? What has young Mert brought with him?" In the 


fading daylight Emre could see her look of astonishment. 


Without answering she passed Emre the object and the mini-light, then knelt down in 
front of the boy. Looking him straight in the eye she asked him where he'd found the object. 
Pointing excitedly, Mert grabbed the sleeve of Ahu's canvas jacket and urged her to follow him. 


Before moving however she turned to Emre, "Could it really be what I think it is?" 


Emre took a few moments to get over his own shock and excitement. "Yes," he 
concurred, "it's a clay tablet with cuneiform writing. However, which script it is, what these 
symbols mean and how old it is I can't say for sure until I consult some sources." He knew what a 
find like this meant for Ahu and her team. Every archaeologist had their private dream of the 


fame and respect that came through stumbling upon some significant discovery. 


"My thoughts as well. We’ve got to smuggle it to our friends in Ankara. I don't want 


Father Pedretti finding out before we've had time to examine it further." 


Turning again to young Mert she looked closely at his handsome, dirty little face and 
studied the excitement in those dark little eyes. Even in the last remaining evening light, she saw 
a glow of affection for her that his eyes could not, would not hide; she knew she could trust him 
completely. "Not a word of what you've brought me to Father Pedretti or his helper, yes?" she 


asked, and knew that she need say no more. 


"Evet eje (Yes mother)," he answered, continuing to tug at her sleeve in the direction he 


wanted to take her. His use of ‘Eje,’ an affectionate term he reserved only for her, Ahu knew was 
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a Turkmen word that made her believe that he’d had Turkmen parents. She returned his gaze 
with a warm smile; this was the type of little boy she would like to have someday, when she was 


finally ready to have a family of her own. 


Raising herself, she grabbed Mert's little hand and slipped the tablet into a large pocket of 
her canvas jacket. The three proceeded down the well worn and rock strewn path that led 


northward toward Sagalassos’ southernmost point. 


With the last of the sun slipping below the horizon the air became a blessed fourteen 
degrees centigrade, a welcome relief from the blistering summer days at the excavation. The little 
artificial light there was from Sagalassos in no way obscured the brilliance of the night sky. A 
million shining diamonds scattered across a black velvet canvas and a moon that painted rocks, 


grassy fields, ruins and the occasional olive grove in its icy white glow. 


Aside from the faint, monotonous hum of the portable electric generators at Sagalassos' 
north side, the only other sounds were of crickets, muffled conversations and the occasional 
clanking of tools. The archaeologists and their teams of students and helpers were packing up 


their areas after another long day's work. 


Hurrying north through the recently discovered Colonnaded Street at the south end of 
Sagalassos, Ahu automatically surveyed the dig sight. She mentally checked off the discoveries 
found so far: wooden vendor's stalls, ancient gaming boards and Roman graffiti. The occasional, 
single light bulb suspended from wiring throughout the excavation threw these areas into stark 
contrast to other locations left in semi-shade or in total darkness. If one lingered long enough you 
could feel the souls of the departed begin to re-populate the space around you; a disconcerting 


form of time-travel even for an archaeologist. 


At the north end of the Colonnaded Street a newly uncovered staircase led to the south 
side of the Lower Agora, a place that contained remains of Roman shops and homes. At this 
height more of the ruins were awash in moonlight, creating shadowy areas that crept along walls 


and into alleyways as the moon rose higher into the night's sky. 


Mert turned westward using a partially excavated road that ran along the south wall of the 
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Lower Agora, leading Ahu to realize where he must be taking them. Directly to the west of the 
Lower Agora, on a small hill sat what the Sagalassos team called the Sanctuary of Apollo 
Klarios. A shrine to Apollo during the Roman times, it became a Christian basilica during a later 
period. A team under the guidance of a young student archaeologist, Fehime Fulin, was 


excavating three of its rooms. In one of these they discovered a Byzantine era, glass bracelet. 


Continuing on a path that led toward the eastern entrance of the dig, they advanced 
toward the only pool of light coming from the ruined basilica. Muffled voices came from behind 
a stone wall at the site. Mert stopped as he recognized a louder, angrier voice speaking in rapid 
Turkish ending with the only audible word, "kapali" (closed), which seemed to echo across 


Sagalassos' entire area. 


Pushing on, Ahu picked up their pace toward the east entrance hoping nothing was 
wrong. While just out of sight she quietly moved Mert to a position behind Emre, who indicated 
to Mert the need for silence by placing one finger on his lips; the youngster nodded his 
understanding. Checking to see that the prize was securely fastened within her pocket, Ahu 


stepped into the illuminated area with Emre following right behind her. 


This part of the basilica's excavation contained the three rooms discovered only a week 
before. The bracelet, unearthed in room two, was just below the surface of what had been floor 
level. Ahu and Emre stood looking in disbelief at what lay uncovered before them. Fehime's team 
had opened up a six-foot-long, by four-foot-deep trench at the wall shared by rooms two and 
three. Lying at the bottom of this trench were two human skeletons in the fetal position; 
something Ahu and Emre had seen in other digs and was a feature that usually indicated a burial 
site. Sitting next to them was an altar-like stone from which protruded rows of steer horns. Two 
of the rows lay fully uncovered, while a third was only partially so. Some stone jewelry and small 


pottery shards appeared to make up the remaining debris. 


Father Marco Pedretti turned a startled face toward the newcomers; he’d obviously not 
heard their approach. Bozkurt Beyazit, Father Pedretti's Turkish assistant and _ translator, 
remained glaring at the young Fehime Fulin. He'd reduced the young woman to tears as she stood 


shaking, with her back pressed against the north wall of the excavation. 
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Recovering his composure, Father Pedretti allowed his face to take on a more solemn 


appearance. 


"Iyi aksamlar (Good evening) Dr. Eser, Dr. Guven and...young Mert if I'm not mistaken." 
Pedretti nodded to each in turn and allowed himself a faint smile at Mert before becoming 
serious again. Knowing little Turkish himself he still attempted its niceties, while saying 
everything else in lightly accented English. Originally from the north of Italy, his accent seemed 


to infuse his every word. 
"Tyi aksamlar Father, Bozkurt," Ahu answered returning the Father’s nod. 


Bozkurt Beyazit only grunted in reply, his dark eyes, misshapen lips and leathery, pock- 
marked face hidden under a thick, dirty black beard. He still faced Fehime, a short, twisted body 
registering tension even as one knotty fist remained extended toward the young archaeologist. 
His loose fitting Arab dress was stained and Ahu could smell the putrid stench of his unwashed 


body from where she stood. What an ugly beast of a man, she thought, not for the first time. 


"Merhaba (Hello) Fehime, nasilsmiz (how are you)?" Ahu asked more gently, turning to 


Fehime. 


"She's fine," growled Bozkurt, before Fehime could reply. Eyeing her again, the girl 


seemed to melt further into the wall under his stare. 


Holding up his right hand to silence Bozkurt, Father Pedretti took a few moments to 
collect his thoughts. Ahu noticed the strained look on his long, narrow face. His high forehead 
under his safari hat had become furrowed, and his light gray eyes took on a harder edge. His 


whole appearance resembled that of a hawk wearing a clerical collar and a desert safari suit. 


"It appears," Father Pedretti began, "that Bozkurt and I were just in time to stop Fehime 
from doing some irreparable damage to some of her team's most recent finds." Glancing swiftly 
at the girl to ensure no contradiction, Pedretti continued. "However, after explaining to her the 


error of her actions, she has promised to be more careful in future." 


"What was she about to do Father?" Ahu noticed Fehime's eyes remained glued to a 


vacant spot on the ground; her fear was palpable. 
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"I don't see the need to dig up what is now in the past. I have forgiven her, and recognize 


that we all make mistakes. Fortunately, this one has no lasting consequences." 


Ahu was sure he was lying. His whole manner of speech seemed insincere and evasive. 
What was it that he was hiding she wondered? He also didn't seem aware of what young Mert 
had brought to her. Surely Fehime was in on Mert's secret and likely sent the little urchin to Ahu 


before these two had arrived. Ahu decided to press Pedretti further. 


“Forgive me Father, but I am Chief Archaeologist of Sagalassos and it is my duty to 


discipline those of my team when necessary. What was it that Fehime was about to do?" 


At this question Fehime broke out into uncontrollable sobs and Emre rushed to comfort 


her. Mert disappeared into the shadows. 


Father Pedretti, losing all pretense of courtesy snapped back, "I don't have to remind you 
Dr. Eser that I am an eminent archaeologist in my own right! Also, although you may be Chief 
Archaeologist for Sagalassos, I have final say on all that goes on here by virtue of the fact that the 
Vatican is funding this project. So, if I say an issue is no longer worth pursuing then that is the 


end of it, do you understand?" 


His stare cut her to the core and before she could think of how to reply he continued, "I 
must leave for the Vatican in the morning. While I'm away Bozkurt will be my ‘eyes and ears,’ he 
will also know how to get in touch with me if necessary. Now I'm tired and bid you all hosca 


kalin (good bye)." 


When Father Pedretti and Bozkurt had gone, Ahu approached Fehime who was sobbing 
quietly in Emre's arms. The 25 year-old, archaeology student from Istanbul showed much 
promise. She trusted Fehime and saw an opportunity to help a fellow colleague achieve her true 


potential, just as Emre had done for her so long ago. 


"Fehime, are you all right?" Ahu asked. Fehime gave a quick shrug of her shoulders and 


remained silent, fearing to look up. 


"Has Father Pedretti forbidden you to discuss what has happened here?" Ahu continued. 


Fehime conceded with a nod. 
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"Would you like to go back to your family in Istanbul for a few days, just to have a break 


from the dig?" 


At this last question Fehime unexpectedly locked eyes with Ahu. She’d stopped sobbing 
now and was trying to find her words. Ahu held up her hand and gave Fehime a kind smile, 


anticipating what Fehime was about to ask. 


"No Fehime, you're not being let go from the Sagalassos excavations. Personally, I have 
many doubts about the Father and Bozkurt but we must keep this between ourselves, 


understand?" 


Fehime nodded her agreement and a faint smile finally came to her lips. Ahu saw, not for 
the first time, that Fehime was remarkably pretty. She had the jet black hair, dark lustrous eyes 


and smooth olive complexion so common to young, Black Sea women. 
"Now get some sleep Fehime,” Ahu added while turning to Emre, "Emre, will you...?" 


Knowing what she was about to say Emre nodded, "I'll walk her to her tent and then see 


you back at yours." 
"Tesekkur ederim (Thank you), Emre." 


Emre returned her smile as he walked the still shaking girl out of the basilica ruins. Mert 
had mysteriously reappeared and instinctively grabbed for Ahu's hand. Pleased at his boldness, 
she cradled his hand in hers and the two began their walk back toward Sagalassos while the boy 


quietly hummed a tune Ahu had heard him do many times before. 


oh 2 a 


"Yes Prime Minister that's right, they were found at an excavation in the southwest corner of 


Sagalassos. 


"No, have no fear, no one besides my assistant and I know of their existence. I have them 


carefully wrapped and stowed in the diplomatic baggage sitting across from me on the plane. 


"Thank you, Prime Minister; I look forward to seeing you too and to serving God and The 
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Church once again in Rome. The plane is beginning to taxi to the runway as we speak. 


"Yes, I'll be sure to call you as soon as I land in Rome. Peace be with you too, Prime 


Minister.” 


Hanging up the satellite phone on the wall panel next to his seat, Father Pedretti sank 
deeper into the enveloping embrace of the leather upholstery. He'd traded in his safari gear for the 


comfort of his cassock and decided to steal a few hours sleep after his very busy day. 


The Gulfstream V's jets powered up as it awaited permission to take off from Ataturk 
Airport, Istanbul. The pilot flipped on the "Fasten Seat Belt" sign while a young, female flight 


attendant bent over her only passenger in order to fasten his belt. 


Father Pedretti slipped into sleep at the very moment his seat belt "clicked" into place. 


HB 2 2 
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CHAPTER THREE 


“The huntsmen are up in America, and they are already past their first sleep...” 


T.E. Brown 


A suburb of Toronto, May 2002. 


The experience was something new to Victor. Outside of his student days, when drinking to 
excess had brought on such episodes of nausea and dizziness, he’d never experienced anything 
like the feelings he'd just encountered. Still weak and shaking, he took the Oldsmobile past the 


Henderson's house to see if he could spot any suspicious activity. 


Sure enough the blinds on the upstairs, bedroom window moved again; someone wanted 
to avoid being seen. Driving further on, Victor spotted a dark colored Suburban, windows tinted, 
parked on an adjacent street. Its nose pointed toward the street on which he drove, the headlights 


blinking awake as he passed. 


Beginning to feel more himself again, Victor drove toward the main road he would take 
to the highway. How wonderful this neighborhood had been for him, he thought, since the 
developers who built these ‘cookie-cutter’ communities never imagined how ideal a place they 
were to hide. It was an oasis of ordinariness where habit and routine thrived, while an occurrence 
such as an unusual movement of window blinds, or a suspect vehicle would stand out like a red 


flag. This was his warning that it was time to move on; he would miss Brampton. 


Turning south from his residential street, Victor looked in his rear-view mirror and saw 
the Suburban also exit his neighborhood, heading in his direction. His shadow kept at least one 
traffic light behind him confirming what Victor already suspected - someone was definitely 
following him. Victor eased out of the main street’s morning, commuter congestion and onto the 


ramp for highway 401 east to Toronto. 


Just before blending into the highway's snarl of traffic, he looked up and noticed that the 
Suburban was still on his tail. Pushing his way into the thick of the highway’s rush-hour traffic, 
Victor settled back in his seat and turned on the radio. He was going to see how good his 


pursuers were at tailing him. 
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Melek and Sarah made their way from the Henderson's house down the road to Janet's place by 
foot. Before entering, Melek scanned the neighborhood to see if they’d attracted anyone's 
attention. He marveled at how quiet the street had become after the chaos caused by the early 
morning departure of those headed to work. This was so different from his home in Jerusalem, 


with its hustle and bustle at all hour’s, day or night. 


Sarah, reaching Janet's side door first, pushed it open and stepped inside followed closely 


by Melek. 


"Hello you two, how did your surveillance go?" Janet chirped as she met them in the 


hallway. 


Before Sarah could utter a word, Melek fired back, "Abel almost cost us this operation, 
but what are you doing by getting so close to this Victor Colvin? Do you want to blow our cover 
too? Don't you know this man is a professional who would’ve suspected something the first 


moment you two were...?” 


"I thought my orders were to get to know Victor, get to know not only his routine, his 
habits, but the man himself." Janet's eyes flashed her confidence as she cut Melek's speech short. 


She’d been in the "Collections Department" long enough to know how far she could go on a job. 


Melek's own reputation at the Mossad was far from stellar however, after having botched 
a minor assignment a few years ago. Not entirely his fault, the mistake was bad enough to have 
his superiors transfer him from Special Operations to Intelligence. Now he was always sensitive 


to the possibility of making his next big mistake and this made him hell to work with. 


Janet continued more gently, “Look, Melek, for the last six months I've been trying to 
probe Victor for his weak spot. He holds his cards very close to his chest, and doesn't show his 
emotions. He's very good; you're right about that. Victor Colvin paints himself as a very plain 


man in a very ordinary life. He’s anonymous in this neighborhood.” 


Melek only grunted a reply. 
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Janet was from the Mossad's Ottawa desk. Six years working in North America had made 
her adept at using its euphemisms and her reports were always entertaining to read. Melek had to 
concede however, that when it came to information gathering she was one of the best. Still, being 


in no mood to boost her ego, his only response was to ask for the master key to Victor's house. 


"Here it is,” Janet replied, holding up the key. "Ordinary Schladge locks, it took no time 


at all to file down a dummy key." 


“Thanks sister,” Sarah replied. Smiling, she gave a quick wink as she accepted the key 


along with a small hammer. 


Janet and Sarah had known each other since they went through the Mossad's basic 
training together. Janet had just graduated from Cambridge University when the Mossad 
recruited her. Ever the idealist, she thought this would be one of the best ways to make a 
difference in an indifferent world. Accepting Mossad's overtures, they shipped her off to one of 
their training camps outside of Tel Aviv and it was here that she met Sarah. Sarah was another 
young idealist who had just finished-up at Tel Aviv University with a specialty in languages. 
Both women were persistent, organized and self-assured; similarities that helped them bond. 
They’d become fast friends who remained inseparable, especially on tough assignments. With an 
unrivaled record of successful surveillance and undercover work, Melek need have no doubts 


about these ladies’ abilities. 


Grumbling something about hoping it worked, Melek passed out the latex gloves and led 


the way out of Janet's house. 
HB 2 2 


"...and in other news. The Vatican continues to deny the possible existence of ancient clay tablets 


said to have been found at one of its sponsored archaeological sites in Turkey three years ago. 


"One of the hottest debates in the archaeological community revolves around a small 
group of intellectuals that claim the Vatican is hiding evidence that could be of great Biblical 
importance. Dr. Ahu Eser, the former Chief Archaeologist of the Sagalassos excavation, leads 


this band of world renowned archaeologists. 
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"The single clay tablet that has surfaced, and which this group claims is only one of 
many that were found at Sagalassos, is still being studied. Carbon-dating confirms that it is the 
oldest tablet yet found in the world; its age pegged at around 5500 BC, give or take a few 


hundred years. 


"In a related story, a young student archaeologist, Ms. Fehime Fulin, while on leave from 
Sagalassos to visit relatives in Istanbul, was reportedly killed in an attempted mugging. 680 
News has learned that after three years the Istanbul police are still no closer to finding the killer, 


or killers of this young woman. 


"Father Marco Pedretti, acting Chief Archaeologist of Sagalassos, refuses to lend any 
credence to the story of the existence of clay tablets, or add any comment about the one that has 
surfaced. About the tragic death of one of his archaeologists he says that the Vatican sent its 
deepest sympathies to the woman's family and is cooperating fully with Turkish authorities in 


hopes of finding those responsible. 
"680 News time is eight-forty-nine. Coming up next..." 


Victor switched off the radio; he needed some time to think about his next move. He was 
approaching the turn-off for highway 427 south, his exit, as his shadow remained some car 


lengths behind him. 


Slowing down, Victor took an opening and moved the Olds from the center lane to the 
passing lane of highway 401’s east-bound collector-lanes. His shadow followed suit, although 
they were now closer due to his reduced speed. Two car lengths back, Victor could just see the 


occupants of the Suburban through the glare of the morning sun on their windshield. 


Eyeing the two lanes to his right, he realized that he would have to make his move now or 
lose the opportunity to exit onto the 427 south. A sudden space opened up on his right and Victor 
took it. Jerking the wheel to the right he brought the Olds in front of a transport truck and forced 
it to slam on its breaks and fish-tail rather than plow into his rear. Paying no attention to the 
transport's horn or the driver's angry gestures, Victor took another break on his right, this time 


nearly forcing a delivery van off of the road in the process. 
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Now stepping on the gas, Victor made a last, sudden lane change to the right, onto the 
427's on-ramp and left the noise of the horns behind him. He looked to his left and could see the 
Suburban continue helplessly eastward, along the 401; his pursuers were unable to make the lane 
changes in time to follow him. Thank God for rush-hour traffic in Toronto, he thought. Victor 
knew he’d only bought himself a little more time, since he suspected they were tracking him by 


G.P.S. 


oh 28 2 ok 


Abel and David decided to relieve the boredom of tailing Victor by listening to the various radio 


stations offered in Toronto; something they always did when on assignment in a foreign country. 


"Do you think he knows he's being followed?" Abel asked in his light, south German 


accent. 


David looked up from the radio while leaving an energetic ‘Dance’ beat going in the 
background. "I don't think so, no speeding up or slowing down, an occasional lane change; he's 
even less aggressive than many of the others on this highway." David too was from Germany, 


both men from Mossad's Munich desk. 


After just having moved into the passing lane to stay behind Victor, Abel unexpectedly 
found himself swerving onto the left shoulder to avoid a fish-tailing transport on his right whose 
horn was going berserk. When he straightened back into the passing lane, he looked for Victor's 
car but it had disappeared. Scanning the G.P.S. screen he could see the "blip" moving south and 


away from his position. David seemed to read his next thought. 


"Oh verdammt (Dammit)! That son-of-a-bitch is smarter than we thought. Let's hope he 


doesn't ditch the car before we can catch up." 


Abel could only nod in agreement, he was too afraid of what Melek would say if he found 


out what had just happened. 


oh 28 28 ok 


Thump, thump. Sarah tapped the key firmly into Victor's side door lock. She gave the key a little 
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wiggle, felt it catch and turn in the lock, then cranked the handle and pushed the door open. The 


emptiness of the house astonished the three of them as they entered the living room. 


"OK, fan out and see what you can find; don't think anything is too small to be 
significant." The two women were already on the move when Melek said this; it wasn't their first 


time ransacking a house. 


Room after room proved to be devoid of anything personal. As Janet stated, it was as 
sterile as a hotel room; nothing to identify the occupant. Aside from some clothes, travel sized 


toiletries, a bed, some chairs, a table, an alarm clock, a stove and fridge the place was empty. 


Minimal food in the fridge, small first aid kit in the bathroom cabinet, some toilet paper 


and towels, but... 


"We've found no pictures, personal or otherwise, no notebooks or paper, no bills or other 
documents. It looks like this place was nothing more than a safe-house for him between jobs," 


Janet said, glancing in Sarah’s direction. 


"I agree with Janet, it seems to confirm what she told us earlier about Victor’s desire for 
anonymity. The waste baskets only had some tissues and the odd food scraps. The basement and 
attic were empty. It’s as if it’s just been abandoned," Sarah concurred, plopping down onto one 


of the few chairs in the kitchen. 


"Great, a real mystery man," Melek growled. "I wonder how the others are doing with 
their suspects. Five international teams, five different targets, I hope ours isn't the toughest to 


keep an eye on." 


Turning to Janet he asked, "You've been his next door neighbor for six months?" She 


nodded and he went on, "How long has he been using this place?" 


"He's had the place since January 2001. We found him through a world-wide, database 
search of rental agencies’ clients; it's amazing how easy it is to hack into their sites. After 
searching these agency lists we received only two possible matches. Victor quickly proved to be 
our target after his description matched the one Interpol gave us. Unfortunately they couldn't give 


us much else, no outside contacts, nothing; he's a real ‘lone wolf’. I'm beginning to think that 
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Victor Colvin is an alias he uses until the time comes when he needs to take on a new identity." 


"You're probably right Janet," Melek replied, giving a shrug while still staring into space; 
he wondered what his next move should be. "I just hope that Abel and David are still on top of 


Victor, we can’t afford to lose him." 
sees ek 
Taking the ringing phone out of his jacket pocket, David looked at the cell's screen. 


"Scheisse (Shit), it's Melek!" he said to Abel. They’d reversed direction and now drove 


west on the 401, heading for an off ramp for highway 427 south. 


"Don't mention how far behind we are,” Abel whispered, he hoped Melek wouldn't press 


for any further information. 
"Hello Melek, David here.” 


"What the hell took you so long to answer the phone?" Melek sounded upset David 


thought; he must tread carefully. 


"Traffic is hell this morning. I was helping Abel navigate when you called," David 


replied. 
"Do you still have Victor in sight?" 
"Yes Melek,” David lied, “he seems to be headed into downtown Toronto." 


"Great, you two think traffic is bad now, just wait until you're in the downtown core. 
Don't let him ditch the car before you can follow him on foot; we can't afford to lose him." 


Melek's voice couldn't hide the worry he felt. 
"How did the search of the house go?" David asked. 
"It was useless! We're headed back to base. Report when you've got something." 


Before David could say a word he heard the dial tone in his ear. 
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"Verdammt, Abel, let's step on it! We can't let Victor slip away." 


"I agree, but there's only so much I can do in this horrible traffic. At least he's still 


moving." 


a8 2 2 


Exiting the highway onto Yonge Street, one of Toronto’s main thoroughfares, Victor drove a 
short distance north and turned east onto a side street called The Esplanade. Continuing on for a 
few blocks, he drove past the Novotel hotel on his right and the Hummingbird Performance 
Centre and restaurants on his left. He took another right, driving into a Green "P" parking garage 
that lay just east of the hotel and brought the car to an out-of-the-way corner at the southern-most 


side of the first level. 


Just as Victor threw the car into park his nausea returned, this time with such ferocity that 
he had trouble subduing it. Stumbling away from the car, he just managed to drag himself to the 
wall at the front of his parking spot when he began to throw-up. Victor’s vomiting increased in 
intensity and his light-headedness kept him prostrate on the ground. That strange ringing in his 
ears returned to him, this time with a clarity he hadn't had before, while a painfully brilliant white 


light seared his eyes. 
"...Porter to ER, porter to ER Dr. Eisen call 6133, Dr. Eisen call 6133..." 


Distinct voices came through while shadows passed back and forth in this light that 


burned away his sight. 
"...Doctor....patient is coming...vomiting...eyelids fluttering..." 


Partial phrases forced themselves into his mind as he doubled over in pain and continued 


to empty the contents of his stomach. 
"...nurse...sure to keep him...so as...choke..." 


A final wave of nausea made Victor feel as if his insides were coming up through his 


mouth, then he fell back exhausted against the open, driver's side door. 
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"...Doctor...patient losing... DING, DING, DING, DING..." 


As suddenly as it had come, it was over. Shattered, Victor lay on the ground; his clothes 
soaked in vomit. Peace arrived as the ringing in his ears gave way to the rhythmic warning bell 
coming from inside the car. The semi-darkness of the garage provided a soothing relief from the 
white hot light of this last experience; his sight had returned. What in the hell was happening to 


him he wondered? 


With little time left before his pursuers returned, Victor dragged himself to his feet and 
popped open the trunk of his car; he always kept a spare set of clothes, just in case. Ripping off 
the suit jacket, tie, shirt, holster and pants, he replaced them with a more comfortable sport shirt, 
khaki pants, and black leather car coat. He then readjusted his shoulder holster for comfort. He 
wiped off the residue vomit from around his mouth, nose and hands with his old dress shirt. With 
all the pockets of his old clothes emptied, he threw them into the trunk and shut it. The last thing 


he did was screw the silencer onto the Glock before pushing it into the holster. 


Closing the car door, Victor left it unlocked and with the keys in the ignition. He wouldn't 


need the Olds again and there was nothing in it that they could use anyway. 


oh ok ok ok 
"He’s stopped!" David yelled as Abel was busy trying to negotiate the traffic on the highway. 
"What exit should I take?" Abel asked, frustrated at being so far behind. 


"Looks like Bay...no Yonge Street, definitely Yonge Street, it will be the second exit on 


your right." David prayed they'd spot Victor before he got too far away from his car. 


HB 28 ae ok 


Weak and only just fully recovering his sense of balance, Victor had to think clearly and for that 


he had to get partially cleaned up; he'd go to the Novotel. 


Moving swiftly out of the garage to the sidewalk at its north side, Victor just managed to 
duck back behind a column as the dark Suburban passed slowly eastward, driving toward the 


garage's entrance. Shit, Victor thought, his delay was longer than he’d expected but he still 


28 


needed to clean up. 


With no time to lose he headed for the hotel's main entrance on the south side of The 
Esplanade. Once in the crowded lobby, he turned right and made a bee-line for the public 
washrooms. At the sink he wasted no time in cleaning up and clearing his head; he had to 


consider his options. 


oh 2 2 


Abel and David spent ten frantic minutes searching for the Oldsmobile. Finally, tucked in a dark 


corner of the garage's south side they found what they were looking for. 


Pulling into an empty spot on the Olds' driver's side, Abel and David got out and almost 


immediately gagged at the overwhelming smell of sickness. 


"Seems like someone has left a powerful calling card," David said to Abel as he withdrew 


a linen handkerchief, covering his nose and mouth against the offending odor. 
"Yes," Abel agreed, handkerchief already on his face, "do you think its Victor?" 


"I don't know, you saw him drive, did he look sick to you? He didn’t drive like a man 


who was about to empty his guts." 


Happy, but not surprised to find the car unlocked with its keys in the ignition, they knew 
Victor had ditched it for good; it was obvious that he had had no choice. It took them only a few 
moments searching to discover that the car was clean of any clues as to Victor's next move. A 
look in the trunk answered their other question, and after carefully rummaging through the vomit 


soaked clothes with their gloved hands, they concluded that the trunk also had nothing of interest. 


"No doubt about it, he’s a professional, albeit an ill one. He's left us with nothing to go 
on. We're no further ahead than when we started watching him!" David said defeatedly. Irritation 
colored the tone of his voice, "Look Abel, you search for him on foot and I'll drive around the 


area. We'll keep in touch via our cells and the short range 'mikes'. Okay with you?" 


Abel, who was only too glad to give up the driving after navigating the morning’s rush- 


hour agreed. By having David in the Suburban they could catch Victor if he decided to double 
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back for the Olds. 


"Right!" Abel responded and sprinted off toward the garage's north exit while David 
climbed back into the Suburban, the Olds' keys in his hand. 


oh 28 2 


Feeling more refreshed Victor exited the washroom. Scanning the hotel's lobby he noted the 
noisy conventioneers, business types and hotel staff. While engrossed in their own agendas, 
everyone moved as if unaware of anyone else’s existence. This made it easier for someone like 
him to hide while picking a pursuer out of the crowd. Always choose those not moving with a 
definite purpose; those interested in the people, watching the comings and goings of the crowd. 
Narrow down your choices from those which were just casual observers killing time, to others 
that had someone definite that they were looking for, and finally, to that person intent on finding 
you. Not seeing any one of note, Victor walked over to the hotel's gift shop and bought the local 


paper. He avoided those that were to big and bulky since he may have to use it as a weapon. 
"Oh, sorry," said the young, sandy haired man with oval, wired rimmed glasses. 


"Don't mention it." Victor returned as the two briefly collided in the crowded lobby. 
Before even pushing through the lobby's entrance Victor had instinctively sized him up. Six- 
footer, powerfully built, sandy hair, friendly, round face, wire rimmed glasses, light accent, 


probably German, jeans, running shoes, jean-shirt and black leather bomber jacket. 


"Strike one." He heard himself say aloud as he pushed into the crowded sidewalk of The 


Esplanade. 


oh a 2 


Abel, walking out of the garage, pondered what he would do if he’d been as sick as Victor and 
yet knew that he had to get away from pursuers. Looking to the north side of The Esplanade he 
saw a line of restaurants in front and to the east of him. To the north and west was the 


performance center. 


Restaurants and entertainment venues were out of the question, since you couldn't enter 
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without being noticed and yet he needed somewhere close - the hotel! What better place to get 


lost in than a crowded hotel lobby. 


Hemmed in by a bus load of conventioneers flooding into the Novotel's lobby Abel 
looked around, anxious to find the location of the public washrooms. As he inadvertently backed 
into someone, Abel mumbled an apology and turned in time to hear the man reply, “don't 
mention it." He just caught sight of the man's profile as the fellow made his way to the hotel's 


entrance, tucking a newspaper under his arm as he walked. 


It took Abel a few moments, but pulling out the photo he had of Victor Colvin helped to 
confirm his suspicions; he had just bumped into the man he was looking for. Abel was within 


visual range again! 


What he didn't count on was the extra time it took to fight his way back to the hotel's 
main entrance. He had to move against a flow of conventioneers with luggage, all of whom 
headed in the opposite direction to him. Finally reaching the sidewalk, Abel looked around The 


Esplanade but Victor had disappeared. 


oh 2 2 


Victor jogged north up Yonge Street from the Novotel to the south sidewalk on Front Street, the 
road that would take him to Toronto’s train station. Turning westward, he pushed his way past 
the surging mass of pedestrian traffic coming out from one of Union Station’s sidewalk level, 
stairway exits. Proceeding down the stairs and into the station’s bowels, Victor turned towards 


the P*A*T*H system of Toronto's underground shopping concourse. 


Headed in the same direction as a mass of underground, morning commuters Victor 
struggled to get ahead of the crowd. He pushed his way to the eastern tunnel system and took the 
path leading to the Canada Trust Tower and BCE Place. It wasn't long before he arrived at the 
Allen Lambert Gallery on his right, while the P*A*T*H continued to his left, going north. Here 


he settled in for a short wait to see if he could spot his tail. 


oh a 2 


Sprinting to the southwest corner of Yonge and Front streets, Abel thought he recognized Victor 


ot 


about a block west, just entering a sidewalk-level stairway into Union Station. He let David 
know his position and told him to continue to scout a few blocks in all directions around the 
Green "P" parking garage and environs. Trusting his instincts, Abel continued his sprint 


westward in pursuit of the man he’d spotted entering Union Station. 


He pushed past frustrated business people, street vendors and a multitude of unhappy 
commuters. Enduring the cursing and occasional jab as he shoved past individuals on the stairs 
leading into the lower level of Union Station, he quickly scanned the crowd as he reached the 


bottom. 


It was then, at the bottom of the stairs, that he spotted a man headed into the concourse 


system, newspaper under his arm, khaki pants and leather car coat. 


Reaching a branch in the P*A*T*H system where the tunnels led west and east, Abel 
stopped to survey the crowd. He couldn't see Victor anywhere and he was no wiser as to which 
branch of the P*A*T*H to take. Taking a chance, he turned right and headed in an easterly 


direction. 


Passing the Canada Trust Tower and BCE Place he continued on, looking left and right, 
studying faces, peeking into shops and other businesses. Believing he may have chosen the 
wrong path, Abel had just arrived in the corridor that led past the Allen Lambert Gallery and was 
about to turn around when he spotted him. There, studying some of the gallery's art in their 


display window was the man he was after. His profile matched that of Victor’s in the photograph. 


oho 28 ok 


Victor had been keeping a wary eye on the passers-by and found nothing out of the ordinary; 
everyone was too intent on their own business and didn't constitute a threat. He turned back 
toward the gallery's window display when something told him to take a last look westward 


toward BCE place. What he saw startled him. 


"Strike two young man," Victor mumbled as he recognized the fellow who’d backed into 
him in the hotel’s lobby. As their eyes met, Victor noticed his pursuer's mouth briefly drop open 


and then the younger man looked away feigning interest in some product at a gift shop beside 
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him. He decided that he wasn’t going to wait around their meeting. 


Heading north now, toward Commerce Court, Victor decided to wait one last time in the 
eastern branch of a five-branch tunnel system in Commerce Court East. Once at the intersection 
of the five tunnels he looked and found a service tunnel just off of the eastern branch that one 
entered through swinging, double-doors. Peeking into the service tunnel, he found a door just to 


his left labeled "utility closet"; checking it, Victor found it unlocked. 


Back in the east tunnel, Victor took up a spot at the north wall. He had a good view of the 
five-tunnel intersection, while an advertisement for the latest action movie helped hide him from 


public view. He pulled out his Glock and concealed it under the newspaper. 


It didn't take long for the sandy haired, six-footer from the hotel to show up at the 
Commerce Court's intersection. Moving fast and while Abel's back was to him, Victor took 
advantage of the confusion caused by the huge crowd of morning commuters to slip up behind 
him. Once there he dug the Glock's silencer into the side of Abel's ribs and felt the younger man 


stiffen up and try to turn around. 


"Don't move or turn around. I've got a silenced Glock poking you in the ribs. Also, avoid 
doing anything rash because I'll not hesitate to kill you. Do you understand me son?" Victor said 


in a low voice. 


While the crowd noisily moved around them, totally uninterested in what they were 
doing, Abel nodded to show he understood. He was only a surveillance man and getting killed by 
his target was not part of his job description; that was for Special Operations people, not Intel. 


folks. 


"Now walk with me! Pretend we're chatting like old friends." Victor led Abel through the 
swinging doors of the service tunnel and into the walk-in utility closet, locking the door behind 


them. 


Pushing Abel forward, Victor demanded that the Mossad agent put his hands on his head. 
He then pushed the Glock into the base of Abel's skull and chambered a round. 


"Now, tell me who you work for!" Victor's voice was cold. 
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Abel, at hearing the ‘click’ of a round being chambered, began to shake. All he could 
think of was his beautiful wife and new-born baby back in Munich. Silently he prayed to God he 


would not be the latest of this assassin's victims. 


"Who are you working for?" Victor demanded again, pushing the end of the silencer 


harder into the man’s skull. 


"I'm...I'm only part of a surveillance team...nothing more!" Abel's voice trailed off into a 


broken sob. 


"Scotland Yard, Interpol, Mossad...Tell me who you’re working for!" Victor persisted. 


"Who's surveillance team? I'll count to three and then you can say good bye. One...Two..." 


Abel, on the verge of losing control of his bladder, just managed to stammer, 


"Mimm...Mossad!" 


"Why are you following me? What do your people want?" 


you and report on your movements and contacts. There are five of us and we haven't received any 
detailed information from our superiors. Please...[ ha...have a wife and young child back in 


Germany; they need me, don't kill me I beg of you!" The younger man began to weep quietly. 


Victor couldn't believe it. He’d always thought that the Mossad vetted their recruits for 
toughness, their ability to withstand pressure. Well, there was no doubt that this one was telling 


the truth, Abel's wet pants were proof of that; he’d broken under Victor’s questioning. 


"I believe you young man, and that's why I'm giving you something more precious than a 


quick death..." 


Those were the last of Victor's words the young Mossad agent was going to hear. A 
quick, powerful blow to the base of Abel’s skull by the butt of Victor's Glock brought the 


younger man crumbling to the closet floor, unconscious. 


"...I'm going to give you back your life. Strike three - you're out! Time for you to find a 


new profession,” Victor muttered, helping the agent gently to the floor. Blood began to trickle 
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from the fresh wound on his scalp. 


Rifling through the agent’s pockets, Victor took his wallet, cell phone and ID papers. 
Before leaving however, he stuffed some change into Abel’s fist so that he could phone his 
people when he regained consciousness. Killing the light, Victor locked the door of the 


housekeeping closet and disappeared into the P.A.T.H.’s commuter crowd. 


Hh 2 2 ok 


"Well, Mr. Colvin, this is a real treat! Where the fuck have you been for the last six months?" 


"Huh, oh hello Valencia, how are you?" Victor replied pretending he hadn’t heard the 
young waitress swear. He was sitting in a coffee shop across from the City TV building on Queen 


Street West. 


Ms. Valencia Davino, twenty-three, was Victor's server in the coffee shop. He’d known 
her since she’d started university, which was around the same time she’d started working in the 
coffee shop. Outspoken, honest and, as a kid who grew up in a dysfunctional family, she’d 
become fiercely independent. Yet she was kind and forever soliciting her customers for donations 
to the many charities she represented. With no family of his own, Victor thought of her as a 


surrogate daughter. 


"I'm fine, Mr. Colvin. Now, where the hell were you for the last six months? I've been 


worried sick - no letters, no calls, nothing!" 


Her bright green eyes registered concern in her fine featured, oval face. Her dark hair 


pulled back gave her a matronly appearance. 


"I'm fine Valencia, really, thanks for your concern. I'm sorry that I worried you but I've 


been out of town on business; you know the company's been keeping me traveling..." 


"Yeah, yeah, Global Equipment Sales sent you away again, but you never tell me what 
you do at that company. Now I don't mind telling you that you look like shit!" These last words 
caught the attention of some of the customers near by and they began to look in Victor's 


direction. 
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Unconcerned, Valencia looked around her, "What? You folks mind your own business; 


I'm talking to family here!" Victor couldn't conceal his smile at that remark. 
Turning back to Victor, Valencia continued, "So, what'll it be, the usual?" 
"Yes, please." 
"Good, one double espresso and a ham and cheese bagel coming up." 


"But..." Victor attempted but stopped short in trying to question Valencia when she gave 


him one of her looks. 


"Mr. Colvin, you look like you need some food in you, not just the espresso, so you want 


something else? Tuna fish sandwich maybe?" 
"No, you're right Valencia, I am hungry and ham and cheese will be fine." 


Valencia gave him a triumphant smile and turned on her heel. He admired what a 
beautiful young woman she’d become. Her five-foot ten-inch frame moved so gracefully among 
the tables, and he saw that she’d continued her training; there was no mistaking the muscle tone 
on those arms and legs. Young, healthy and intelligent, if a bit rough around the edges, she was 
going to be a great catch someday. Too bad he wasn't twenty years younger; oh well, "father 


figure" wasn't such a bad thing to be to a young lady either. 


oh 2 2 ok 


Ten minutes later she was back with his order and he asked her about her studies at the 


University of Toronto. 


"Oh, I'm taking my Masters in archaeology and pursuing fine art after school. I have a few 
exhibits that I've put together and that are showing in a few months. You should come. I'll get 


you the dates and locations." 
"Thanks Valencia, I'd love to..." 


Victor started to respond when he glanced up at a small TV in the corner of the coffee 


shop. It had a news item where the interviewer was speaking with a dark haired woman in, he 
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guessed, her late thirties. She held a clay tablet in her gloved hands. Drawing Valencia's attention 


to the news bite, he asked her if she knew anything about the story. 


"Sure, that’s Dr. Ahu Eser holding the tablet. We're all debating this thing in class. 
Tempest in a teapot if you ask me, since it's so hard to know who's telling the truth; too little 
information is out there right now. None of us doubt that the Vatican is hiding something; the 
whole anthropology department is taking bets on what it is they’re trying to cover up." Valencia 
smiled sweetly and said, "Eat up, your food’s getting cold!" Then she was off to serve her other 


customers. 


As Victor finished up he placed a twenty dollar bill under his cup, his usual tip for his 
favorite waitress. Waving to her as he left the shop, he realized that this would likely be the last 


time he'd ever see her again. 
serkeakokeok 
"Here you are Mr. Glasgow, your First Class ticket for British Airways flight number 374 from 


Toronto to London's Heathrow Airport, departing tonight at ten P.M. You have an aisle seat as 


requested. Enjoy your flight." 


"Thank you Amy, I will; have a nice evening." Victor replied, having noticed the ticket 


agent's name tag. 


He gave her a friendly wink and winning smile, checked his watch and then walked with 


his carry-on luggage rolling behind him toward the departure gates. 


As Victor walked away from the counter, Amy took a moment to admire this tall, well 
built, forty-something man with a strong chin, nice smile and a well cut, Hugo Boss suit. Where, 


she wondered, could she find a fellow like this for herself? 


oh 2 2 ok 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


“Men never do evil so completely and cheerfully as when they do it from religious conviction.” 


Blaise Pascal 


Three years earlier, Ankara, capital of Turkey. 


One o'clock in the afternoon and the call to the faithful begins, loud and clear, resonating across 
Ankara's vast expanse. From the loudspeakers in each of Kocatepe Mosque's four minarets, cried 
out the siren's call to prayer; an event that had always filled Emre with awe. Even now, as an old 
man, he wondered how Allah could not be The All Powerful. What other faith could make 
nations grind to a halt five times a day and fill mosques like Kocatepe, one of the world's largest, 


to capacity just to worship Him? No, Emre thought, Allah hu Akbar (God is Great). 


Sitting at one of a line of taps along Kocatepe's outer walls, Dr. Emre Guven was careful 
to follow the instructions his father had given him when he was but a small boy. This ritual 
ablution he'd now done many thousands of times in his life never changed; always head first, 
then hands and finally the feet. One had to be free of life's dirt lest one pollute the sanctity of 
Allah's house. Drying himself with a clean, multicolored handkerchief Emre left the tap and 
followed the rest of the barefooted faithful through Kocatepe's vast courtyard and past the multi- 


arched entrance-way of the Prayer Hall. 


The hall's immense interior contained a soaring series of domes that were twice as high as 
the Prayer Hall was wide. Thick, richly patterned carpets covered the mosque's floors while its 
walls and balustrades displayed exquisite geometric patterns. Its ceilings mesmerized the faithful 
with complex designs and color combinations. Such a place always filled Emre with a profound 


sense of peace and oneness with the universe. 


As he began to kneel facing the mihrab, the niche that indicated the way to Mecca, a hand 
lightly touched his shoulder. He looked to his left and saw the smiling face of his childhood 
friend; he too was preparing to kneel. While the floor around them began to fill with the all male 


congregation, the imam began his litany of prayers out loud, which all were to follow. 


"My Lord, lead me with a just..." 
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oh 2 2 ok 


Rome, Italy. 


Having freshened up after a much needed sleep on his flight back to Rome, Father Pedretti 
unbuckled his seat belt and reached into his small carry-on bag for his passport. The flight from 
Istanbul had, thankfully, been uneventful so he now felt prepared to face Cardinal Richter, the 


Vatican's Cardinal Secretary of State. 


As the Gulfstream V taxied toward an unoccupied section of Fiumicino Airport's 
International Terminal, it stopped short of approaching the building itself and instead turned on 
the tarmac to meet a waiting limousine with escort. Looking out of the aircraft's window he heard 


' 


himself mumble aloud, "Ah buono (good)..." as he noticed that the Vatican had sent their 
Mercedes S600 Guard. What would prompt them to send this rolling bomb shelter, escorted by 


four, fully armed motorcycle Carabiniere, Rome's military police? 


"Well," he said quietly to himself while glancing at the two diplomatic bags across from 


him, "certainly not over any concern for the safety of my humble life." 


"Mi dispiace, Padre (I'm sorry, Father), did you need something?" It was the young flight 
attendant. A pretty, petite woman with kind hazel eyes and brown hair tucked smartly under a 
wedge-shaped cap; her blue uniform fit her like a glove. "A gentleman from airport customs will 
be boarding the aircraft shortly; strictly a formality, you understand?" Her accent had a pleasing, 


lyrical quality to it. 


"Yes child, security in these times is always very important." A smile crossed his face as 
his cold gray eyes met hers, "You have done a most satisfactory job in attending to my needs. 


Now I'll just wait to disembark." 
"Molto bene, grazie Padre (Very well, thank you Father)." 


A few moments later Pedretti noticed the flight attendant dash up the isle to the cabin 


door. As the aircraft rolled to a stop she unlatched the cabin door, pushing it outward. 


True to her word, the customs official barely glanced at his passport. He showed the 
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accompanying Carabiniere the diplomatic bags that required off-loading, then escorted the little 


group into the morning light and to the waiting limousine. 


Snapping to attention and giving a salute, the customs official bid Pedretti a crisp, 
"Arrivederci (Good bye) Padre," turned on his heel and headed back to the terminal building. A 
moment later, with bags safely stowed in the limousine's trunk, the motorcade left Fiumicino 


Airport for Vatican City, siren's wailing and lights flashing. 


oh 2 2 ok 


Kocatepe's service over, Emre and his old friend, Dr. Kerim Muhtar were now walking toward 


Ankara's market and bazaar district where their preferred tavern awaited them. 


"So my brother, it's been such a long time. What brings you back to Ankara? I think that 
the last time we saw each other was at the International Conference in Istanbul two years ago." 


Kerim's eyes danced with delight to see his dear friend again. 


Dr. Muhtar, Curator at the Museum of Anatolian Civilizations in Ankara, was a man in 
his early seventies. A full, silvery head of hair swept back from a high forehead revealing 
prominent cheek bones and a Roman nose. Bushy eyebrows over hung bright blue eyes and a 
trim mustache framed an ever smiling, full-lipped mouth. Once tall at six feet in his youth, age 
had brought him down a few inches, but it had not been able to bend his ram-rod straight back. 
His quiet gray suit and tie were in sharp contrast to Emre's casual slacks, polo shirt and wind 


breaker. 


"Yes Keri," Emre answered, shortening Kerim's name as he'd done since their youth, "it 


was Istanbul. I'm here on business and, I hope, perhaps a little pleasure also." 


Stopping a moment, Emre looked at his old friend and thought about how long they'd 
known one another. They'd been born in the same Ankara neighborhood, not far from where they 
were going to dine in the Hisar district and their houses had only been a few doors apart from 
each other. Their parents had become such fast friends that they decided, since their sons were 
only a year apart, they would share in the 'sunnet’ together. This coming of age celebration saw 


boys attain their manhood through a ritual circumcision. 
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Lavish as these ceremonies were, both boys gained something far more valuable than the 
gold coins given to them. They'd achieved a fraternal bonding that produced an unshakable trust 
which defined their relationship throughout the decades. Emre required Kerim's help more than 


ever now, since a mystery had begun to envelop the find at Sagalassos. 


"What is it Emre?" Concern had crossed Kerim's face as he noticed the look of sadness in 
Emre's eyes. "Is there something that I can help you with?" Neither of them could ever hide 


anything from the other. 


"I'd...we'll talk business later Keri. But first, let us 'tuck-in' to a long over due reunion 
meal. I've missed you brother," Emre said and patted Kerim on the shoulder. They turned to face 


a local and long established 'meyhane’, or tavern, called 'Lokum' (Turkish Delight). 


Lokum was within view of Ankara's great Byzantine citadel and occupied an old two- 
story building not unlike many others around it in the bazaar. The outer walls of the main floor 
showed their age with peeling and discolored stucco. Its main entrance was a low linteled, 
unobtrusive, well-worn wooden door. Exposed wooden beams and herringbone brickwork 
defined the second floor, while a darkened and much weathered clay tile roof crowned the 
building. The windows were of medium size, with rotting wooden frames and chipped, dirty 
glass. A faded, battered sign with the name 'Lokum’' and a stylized belly dancer painted thereon, 


swung gently on a support over the doorway. 


Entering, both men smiled as they encountered an atmosphere heavy with the scent of 
cooking, tobacco and coffee. The dark wood beams, dim lighting and deep, richly colored carpets 
hanging on every available wall lent a subdued intimacy to the interior. The rumble of 
conversation from the all male clientele joined in queer harmony with the high-pitched Fasil 


music being played on a small stage in a far corner of the room. 


Seating themselves on rickety, wooden chairs at a table that had seen better days, the men 
called over the 'Garson'. They ordered 'mezes', starters of white cheese with melon and a bottle of 


‘Raki', a local anise-flavored favorite to wash everything down. 


"Tell me Emre, how is Ahu doing? Is she still as head-strong as she was when she sat on 
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the board of directors at the British Institute of Archaeology?" Both men had enjoyed watching 
Ahu grow up and make a name for herself and Kerim was eager to hear what other successes 
may have come through her hard work and resolve. Emre went on to oblige Kerim’s curiosity by 


describing the last few years of Ahu’s life. 


Over 'bamya bastisi', okra and tomato stew with chunks of lamb, and ‘hamsi pilavi', the 
Black Sea dish of rice and anchovies, Kerim related all that had happened in Ankara since their 


last meeting. 


Finally, over a dessert course of assorted baklava and several Turkish coffees Emre felt it 


was time to confide in his old friend. 


"Keri, I have something here that I wish to show you but I need to know that you will not 


mention anything I say to anyone; can I trust you?" 


Kerim, about to stuff a piece of baklava into his mouth when he heard this stopped, the 


thick honey dripping from his fingers and the pastry onto the table below. 


"Emre, do you need to ask this? We are like brothers, more so, I would give my life for 
you. Please tell me that you haven't lost your faith in me?" Kerim put the dripping piece of pastry 


back onto the plate; he'd lost his taste for it. 


Seeing he'd given offense to the only other person next to Ahu that meant anything to him 


in this life, Emre quickly responded. 


"No Keri, please don't misunderstand me. It's only, I need your expertise on something 
and I can't have the government or the archaeological community knowing anything about it just 
yet." With that he removed an eight-by-ten inch manila envelope from the inner pocket of his 


wind breaker. 


Quickly cleaning off his fingers, Kerim took the proffered envelope and withdrew the 
photograph from within. Studying it, he could tell that it was a photo of a clay tablet with 


cuneiform writing and what seemed to be some very interesting symbols incised into it. 


"The cuneiform interests me, but what really intrigues me are these symbols. What do you 
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make of them Emre and why are they on the same tablet as the writing?" 


"I was hoping that you could tell me. Truth be told, outside of their use in popular culture 
today I honestly didn't think they were as old as the 3000 year-old cuneiform writing nestled in 
the middle of them." 


"Do you have the actual tablet with you? It would be nice to carbon date it as well as have 


a closer look at some of the cuneiform that doesn't show well in the photograph." 


Emre hesitated before replying, "Yes, I have the tablet. It is somewhere safe. But I need 
your promise Keri that this will remain our secret." Emre searched his friend's face for a sign of 


confirmation, Kerim didn't let him down. 


"Old friend, I can see that something is troubling you. I won't press you for any more 
details until you are ready to tell me. As for the photo, on my honor I promise to make sure that 
what you tell me doesn't get into the wrong hands." He put the photo back into the envelope and 


continued. 


"May I keep it for a few days? Meet me at my office at the museum on Thursday, at ten 


A.M. and hopefully I'll have more to tell you. Please Emre, you must trust me.” 


"You're right old friend, it’s stupid of me to doubt your loyalty. I'll let you know more of 


the details on Thursday." 


Relieved at having shared his secret with his old friend, Emre ordered a second helping of 
baklava and Turkish coffee. Settling back in their seats, they turned their attention to a belly 


dancer who had taken the stage and was preparing to start her show. 


oh a 2 eo 


The Mercedes, S600 Guard and its motorcycle escort sped east through farm country passing 
orchards, sheep and goat farms and olive groves along the Al2. From the A1l2 the motorcade 
moved onto the Grande Raccordo Anulare. Turning north onto the Via Aurelia, it moved north- 
east to Port Cavalleggeri. A few minutes further on brought them to the south entrance of Vatican 


City. At the Piazza del Sant Uffizio the motorcycle Carabiniere broke away, allowing four, armed 
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Swiss guardsmen in two, black Alfa Romeo's to replace them. The guardsmen's Medici blue 
doublets, breeches and black berets presented an old world contrast to the modern machines that 


they drove. 


How remarkable these guardsmen are, Pedretti thought as the limousine and its escort 
passed west along the southern portion of the Vatican's inner city. They and their kind have given 
both heart and soul to the defense of a church in a foreign land for over five hundred years. Once 
known as the best and bravest fighters in the world, they were slaughtered in the name of God 
and the Holy See and for what? Could The Church ever really repay them with a promised place 


up in heaven? 


Pedretti's motorcade now turned west onto the Via Tunica with the Teutonic College on 
the right and the Palace of the Holy Office on the left. It pressed onward through the Piazza di 
Santa Marta and Piazza della Stazione, passing the most wonderful examples of Renaissance and 
Baroque architecture. Finally, the motorcade turned east onto the Piazza del Govematorato, 
stopping in front of the imposing Palace of the Governatorate of the State of Vatican City. This is 
the Vatican's chief administration building and home of the second most powerful man next to 


the Pope. 


More Swiss guardsmen snapped to attention as Pedretti got out of the limousine. These 
men were wearing the traditional garb of the Swiss Guard; vertically stripped yellow, red and 
Medici blue doublets and breeches with black beret and white collars. Preparing to escort 
Pedretti to the Cardinal's office, four men flanked him both front and back and were armed with 
their traditional pikes and a sword swung at their side. Two more took up position directly in 


front of Pedretti, each holding one of the heavy diplomatic bags. 


With the front guardsmen setting the pace, it didn't take the little party long to reach the 
tall, double oak doors that were the entrance to Cardinal Richter's office. Twelve feet high, each 
door had the seal of the Holy See carved into their exterior, the keys of Saint Peter surmounted 
by the Pope's mitre. Two sharp raps from the front guardsmen brought the massive doors 
swinging inward by two more guardsmen and then Pedretti and the bearers of the diplomatic 


bags were ushered inside. 
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The office itself was vast. A twenty foot ceiling topped an approximately fifty by fifty 
foot interior that served not only as Cardinal Richter's private office, but also as an audience 
chamber during official, Cardinal Secretariat business. Pedretti shuddered at the openly 


ostentatious display of wealth that the Vatican, unfortunately, was prone to. 


Typical of the Renaissance and Baroque decoration elsewhere in the Vatican, this office 
had elaborate, gold leaf accented moldings and cornice work throughout. Frescoes on walls and 
ceilings by such masters as Pinturicchio and Signorelli were framed by ceiling high, inset 
bookcases made of English Oak and Lebanese cedar. These bookcases were filled with the finest, 
hand tooled, Moroccan leather volumes. The furniture, what little there was, was all of highly 
polished mahogany inlaid with mother-of-pearl, ebony and gold filigree, and upholstered in 
fabric of the richest colors and patterns. How different this world must be for the Cardinal, whom 


everyone in the Vatican knew had grown up as a poor Jesuit priest in southern Germany. 


"Good morning Brother Pedretti!" The Cardinal chirped as he looked up from the work 


on his desk. "How was your flight back to Rome?" 


The guardsmen gently dropped the diplomatic bags in front of Cardinal Richter's desk and 


then left the two priests alone closing the massive doors behind them. 


"Blessedly peaceful Prime Minister, thank you." Pedretti used Richter's title of office. "I 


was able to recover some much needed rest on the flight over." 


"I’m glad to hear of it Brother! I see you have found that which The Church has been 
seeking." Richter got up and walked around to the front of his desk, looking down at the 


diplomatic bags with curiosity. 


Dour and intimidating to those who had business with him, Cardinal Elberich Richter was 
a barrel-chested man in his early sixties with piercing, light blue eyes. Only five-foot-six inches, 
he seemed taller due to his over-bearing personality and general air of superiority. Having been 
the fourth of six children growing up in a lower middle class, Bavarian family, he’d been sent off 
to a Jesuit mission in an effort to relieve some of the family’s financial burden. There was also 


the hope that he might bring some honor to the family since he’d shown some extraordinary 
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promise early in his youth. He hadn't let them down. Clawing his way to the top of the Vatican 
establishment, he earned a reputation for ruthless efficiency and unswerving loyalty to The 
Church. No one except the Pope and God could stop him if he set his mind to accomplishing 


something. 


"Yes, Prime Minister, they were discovered very close to where you said they might be 


found. But how did you know?" 


"Don't trouble your self Brother," Richter interrupted, "suffice it to say that I have done 
some research on the matter and discovered references to the tablets' existence in some ancient 
sources. Upon further study, I learned of their possible location. The Sagalassos excavation was 


the most promising in all of Turkey and that is why the Vatican decided to fund it." 


"If I'm to study these tablets further, Prime Minister, I should like to know about the 


research you've done so far..." 


"That won't be necessary Brother Pedretti," Richter replied, cutting him off, "I have 
decided that I need you back at Sagalassos as soon as possible. There may be more important 
finds waiting and we can't have these exposed to the public's attention until the Vatican can 


review them. Make sure that no harm can be brought by their premature revelation." 


"But Prime Minister, I was hoping to study these tablets further. The curious Pagan 


symbols carved onto each of them could be a possible allusion to the..." 


"That’s enough, brother! We will discuss this no further. I cannot have you away from 
Sagalassos for too long." Richter's voice rose and a look of belligerence crossed his face; Pedretti 
knew it was no use arguing with him. A wave of bitterness swept over him as he realized that 


he’d lost forever, his chance to study these tablets. 


"Brother Pedretti, you will leave immediately for Sagalassos; I regret that you cannot 
spend the night in Vatican City. Do not trouble yourself with these tablets, if there is anything 


that you should know you will be informed. Is this understood?” 


"Yes Prime Minister." Pedretti didn't try to hide the disappointment in his voice. He 


couldn't comprehend why he was being brushed aside so forcefully; didn't they all have the 
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Church's best interests at heart? 
"Good. I have just one last question, Brother. How many tablets are there in these bags?" 
"I counted and packed seventeen clay tablets, Prime Minister." 


"There were only seventeen?" A puzzled look spread over Richter's face. "Make sure that 
the area where the tablets were found is thoroughly searched again. My research indicated the 
existence of eighteen tablets representing three sections of text. Now please, hand me the keys to 


the padlocks on these bags Brother and have a safe trip back to Turkey. Peace be with you." 
"And also with you, Prime Minister." 


Pedretti handed over the padlock keys and Cardinal Richter pressed an intercom button 
on his desk. Almost immediately the great oak doors swung inward and two Swiss guardsmen 


filled the opening. 


"Please escort the Father back to the limousine and ensure that his luggage is stowed 


safely on board, he is returning to the airport today." 
"Yes Prime Minister." 


As the great door closed behind the exiting priest, Cardinal Richter picked up the 
telephone receiver and dialed in a number to a satellite phone. Bozkurt Beyazit answered on the 


second ring. 
"Mr. Beyazit, how are things going at the excavation? 


"Excellent! I'm sending Father Pedretti back to Sagalassos immediately. He should arrive 
there by noon tomorrow. As usual, keep an eye on him and continue to report to me on a regular 


basis. 


"You understand that he is not to know of our communications? Good. How are the other 


arrangements going about that little security issue? 


"Let me know as soon as it has been cleared up, there can be no mistakes, do you 


understand me? 
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"Very well Mr. Beyazit, I will take my leave now. Good Bye." 


Sitting down behind the desk Richter placed the receiver back on its cradle, looked over 
at the two diplomatic bags and allowed a self-satisfied smile to cross his lips. God has given his 


personal blessing to my efforts, he thought. 


oh 2 2 eo 


Another beautiful, starry night Ahu noted as she entered her tent and sat behind a portable desk 


preparing to write up her daily report. 


Fehime, Emre and Father Pedretti had all been gone a few days now and nothing more of 
significance had been discovered since that day at the Sanctuary. Bozkurt had been no more than 
his usual, nosy self and without the Father's presence he held no real authority over the 
archaeologists; at best he was tolerated and at worst just completely ignored. The break in the 
tension around the excavation was welcomed by all, especially Ahu who wondered if Sagalassos 


would ever know a time without Father Pedretti and the Catholic Church's meddling. 


Deep in thought, she hadn't heard Mert come into her tent and was surprised when he 
pulled at her sleeve. Looking down, she saw him place one finger on his lips while he passed her 
an envelope with his other hand. He was gone as quickly and quietly as he had come, before Ahu 


even knew what to say. 


The envelope was blank on the outside and sealed. Slicing it open, Ahu pulled out the 


folded piece of paper and instantly recognized the handwriting as that of Fehime's: 


"Dear Ahu, I write this with the fear that at any moment either the Father or his animal 


of an assistant will burst into my tent and discover that I am writing to you. 


"T have asked Mert to hold onto this letter for a few days to allow me to be in Istanbul by 


the time that you read it. Destroy it after you've read its contents. Please, for my sake! 


"That day of the confrontation at the Sanctuary of Apollo, the team and I were making 
some excellent progress in uncovering the skeletons, and what appeared to be a type of bull-horn 


altar piece. 
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"We had been working steadily despite a lot of interference from Bozkurt. When one of 
my team came upon the many bull horns embedded in clay, Bozkurt suddenly went wild and 
gathered my team together despite my protests and marched them back to camp. Before leaving 


however, he ordered me to continue to uncover the find by myself. 


"Troubled though I was that my team had been taken away from me, I continued quickly, 
trying to discover the extent of these artifacts. I was going to report Bozkurt's impudence to you 


later that night. 


"Before Bozkurt came back with Father Pedretti, I had managed to uncover something 
incredible. Beside these steer-horn ‘altars' there lay a large jar that had disintegrated. The 
contents turned out to be eighteen clay tablets, one of which I kept hidden in order to pass it on 
to you. Each tablet was similar to the one I sent you - cuneiform writing with symbols; I was 


thrilled at the discovery. 


"My excitement was short lived however because Bozkurt and the Father showed up 
carrying what looked like strong canvas bags with official looking seals on them. They reminded 
me of the bags I saw used by the postal service in Istanbul. Without even being allowed to speak, 
Father Pedretti ordered me to put all the clay tablets into these two bags and then he passed 


them to Bozkurt. 


"As the Father gave Bozkurt some final instructions out of earshot and sight of me, Mert 
showed up and I took the opportunity to pass on the clay tablet that I had kept back. I told him to 


get the tablet to you and to keep it our secret; he's such a good boy, so trustworthy. 


"By the time you and Emre showed up, Bozkurt had arrived back from delivering the 
tablets to where-ever he took them. That is when you saw the two of them telling me to keep my 


mouth shut or else! 


"I wish I'd never found these clay tablets, for all the worry its given me. But, as an 


archaeologist I'm excited about what they might mean for the dig. 


"Good luck Ahu, and remember, please destroy this letter. I'm very afraid what might 


happen if Bozkurt finds out that I've told you everything. 
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"T'll be back in about a month. Sincerely, Fehime." 


As Ahu watched the flame consume the letter she'd placed in an old coffee tin, she 
wondered what Emre would be able to discover about the clay tablet. Why too, was Father 
Pedretti so concerned about hiding their existence? Poor child, Fehime had opened up a hornet's 


nest and was now afraid of being stung. Pray Allah that she be kept safe from harm. 
Suddenly her thoughts were disturbed by a knocking on the tent's wooden door. 
"Yes, who is it?" 


"Ahu, it's Peter, there is a call for you on the short wave radio from an Captain Serhat of 


the Istanbul police department.” 
"T'll be right there Peter. Did he say what the call is about?" 


"Only that it had something to do with Fehime, nothing more." 


oh a 2 eo 


"Emre welcome, come in." Dr. Kerim Muhtar ushered his friend into a vacant chair in his 
cramped, glass enclosed office at Ankara's Museum of Anatolian Civilizations, "How are you 


keeping?" 
"Fine old friend, fine. What news do you have for me?" 


Kerim sat opposite Emre and pulling out the photograph of the Sagalassos tablet, began, 
"I compared the photograph you gave me with known samples of cuneiform writing. As you 
know, the oldest known evidence of cuneiform so far is from Mesopotamia at around 3000 BC. 
What is interesting is that the tablet's script seems very similar to samples found at Ebla in north- 


central Syria. These Syrian tablets date back to 2500 BC. 


"The one dominant symbol is called a Pentacle. It is fully enclosed in a circle; something 
I find interesting because I didn't think this combination went any further back than the first 
millennium BC. The other, minor symbols around the perimeter of the clay tablet seem to be cut 


in half, not broken in half, but cut in half on purpose. It almost seems as if they're meant to be to 
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fit together with other tablets by completing the symbols; a primitive form of jig-saw puzzle. 
However, until I can study other tablets from the same cache, all of this about the symbols is only 


speculation." Kerim waited for Emre's reaction. 
"What are you suggesting Keri?" Emre asked. 


"Well, I can't be sure until we've carbon dated the clay tablet BUT, what I think you have 
could be as old as those tablets found in Syria. What's more, this symbol, known more for its 
relatively modern day use as a magical circle for conjuring the Devil, may suggest some deeper 


significance and link to the east. 


"I also think, if my research has been correct, that the style of cuneiform is closer to the 
West Semitic tongue, from which emerged the Arabic and Hebrew languages. However, there are 
still some peculiarities in the cuneiform inscription. It is not entirely like those found at the 


Behistan monuments in Iran." 
"Keri, are there any words from the text that stand out to you?” 


"There seem to be what could be names: Mithras, Athom and Heosphorus. The general 
text seems to give me the impression of being a form of prayer, or invocation of some sort but 
I'm not entirely sure. Emre, a mutual friend of ours has come to town on a lecture tour, Dr. Jason 
Pritchard. His book on ancient eastern languages was seminal to the understanding of the 
influence that eastern culture has had on the growth and development of the Classical and 
Christian religious traditions in the West. He might help us to put your clay tablet into a proper, 


historical context." 


"Yes Keri, you’re correct. I read his work and have to agree, it was a brilliant study. 
Imagine having the courage to suggest that the Christian religion has its roots in a 
metamorphosed form of the Eastern Rites found in Mithraism and Zurvanism. Gnostics had long 


ago tried to point this out only to be hunted down and silenced by the Roman Catholic Church." 


"Good, then it's set. We'll meet him at his hotel tonight. I took the liberty and made the 
appointment Emre, knowing that you'd probably approve. It is in his room that we'll be able to 


view the real tablet in privacy. Now, what do you say to an early lunch Emre?" 
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"Excellent idea my friend. Do you have somewhere different in mind, or shall we make it 


our usual?" 


Both men laughed as they got up to leave. 


HB 2 2 


The Grand Bazaar, Istanbul, Turkey. 


"Ne kadar (How much is this)?" Fehime asked the old woman seated across from a sea of fresh 


oranges, holding up a bag of five of the fruit. 


"Besyuz bin lirasi (500000 lira)." She croaked as she did nothing to stifle a huge, 


toothless yawn. 
"Besyuz bin lirasi? Hayir (No). Ikiyuzelli bin (250000), that's my final offer." 


"Okay, okay." The rumpled old hag waved Fehime off with an impatient gesture, wanting 


to get back to her sleep. 


Dressed in a light, floral blouse and equally colorful pantaloons, sandals and silk head 
scarf with little tassels around the fringe, Fehime Fulin looked much rested and happy since her 
arrival back in Istanbul. Spending a hot summer afternoon in the shaded through-ways of 
Istanbul's Grand Bazaar with her cousin, Cansu, was her way of trying to forget the 


unpleasantness that she’d left behind at Sagalassos. 


"Come on cousin! Let's go to Yaglikcilar Sok and see what deals we can get on some 
fabrics. I've some new patterns that I'd like to try out, so [need some Egyptian cotton and some 


silk," urged Cansu. 
"T'll meet you there. I have a few more items I have to pick up yet," Fehime replied. 


"Okay, I'll try to leave some bargains behind for you! Ha...ha...ha..." Cansu's laughter 
tinkled off of the close walls of the market as she skipped along the crowded avenue in the 
direction of the fabric bazaar. She was slightly shorter and plumper than Fehime, but her 


enthusiasm and energy made her a favorite shopping companion; the two were often inseparable 
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when Fehime came to Istanbul. 


Pressing onward through the small by-ways of the workshops and household-goods' 
section of the bazaar, Fehime passed stall after stall of pots and pans, furniture and bric-a-brac. 
All were being hocked by their vendors in the loudest possible voice, as the best of possible 
prices. Between these stalls, arched entrance-ways lead through to courtyards, or ‘han', in which 


craftsmen feverishly worked to replenish what their shop sold off that day. 


Stalls with low ceilings and stuffed with merchandise spilled out onto the narrow streets. 
Fragrances of perfume, tea, coffee, sweat, tobacco and a myriad other scents mingled at close 
quarters with the cacophony produced by music and voices. In such confusion Fehime could be 
forgiven for not seeing them, not noticing the dark shadows that stalked her through the 


multitude of shoppers and hawkers. 


Three men, black turbaned with ebony-hued, loose fitting shirts and trousers over which 
they had wrapped black and white, vertically striped full-length robes, followed Fehime at a 
discreet distance. Their dark, beady eyes peered from round, cruel faces surrounded by full black 
beards. From time to time a glimpse of an intricately carved copper hilt could be seen peeking 


out from beneath a wide, tightly woven cotton sash of sea blue and white. 


Looking neither to the right nor the left, their leader kept his eyes fixed on the young, 
light-stepping woman ahead of him as she moved from stall to stall. In this Bazaar she reminded 
him of a flower growing out of a field of weeds. What a shame he thought, but orders must be 
followed. On his signal the other two men moved to either side of the narrow street in order to 


block any possible escape and then they moved to close on Fehime. 


Just as she was passing a small alley-way between two byways off of Fesciler Cad, 
Fehime suddenly felt two very strong hands immobilize her arms. A dark figure then appeared in 
front of her, placing a sweaty, callused hand over her mouth. The next moment she felt herself 
being lifted into the air and, unable to move, transported to a dark nook in the alley-way. All she 
could do was try to kick and make contact with her attackers, but her effort seemed to have no 


effect. 
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Fear gripped her as she saw her assailant for the first time. An icy river was running 


through her veins as she heard his words. 


"Merhaba (Hello) my little butterfly. What a pleasant sight for such tired eyes as mine. 
You are fortunate..." the leader gave his signal to the man behind Fehime, ".../ was going to slit 


your pretty throat..." 


Fehime caught the flash in her assailant's eyes, smelt his fetid breath, then felt a hard push 
just below her left shoulder blade. The next instant an explosion of pain erupted from beneath her 
left breast, a paralyzing numbness swept over her body and the taste of blood entered her mouth. 
The word 'throat' floated through her mind as her world slowly went dark. Her kicking stopped. 


The bag of oranges slipped from her grip to the ground. 


The killer removed the dagger and wiped the six inch blade on Fehime's beautiful blouse, 
then replaced it in his sash. Her lifeless body was dropped where she had died. These shadows 


disappeared as quickly as they had come, mixing with the confusion of the Grand Bazaar. 
seakeskakeok 

Vatican City, Rome. 

"Yes Giovanni, what is it?" Cardinal Richter asked the intercom on his desk. 


"A Mr. Bozkurt Beyazit is calling on the satellite phone for you from Sagalassos, Prime 


Minister." 
"Yes, put him through to my office." 
As the intercom went silent, the phone on Richter's desk erupted. 
"Yes Beyazit, what is it? 
"Our security problem dealt with? Are you sure we'll have no problems? 


"Excellent! You'll be handsomely rewarded for your loyalty to the Church, Beyazit. Now 
keep up the watch on Sagalassos and make sure Pedretti continues to work in our best interests. 


Not a word to him about any of what has happened, you understand Beyazit? 
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"Good-bye." 


Richter's eyes shone with satisfaction as he hung up the phone and turned once again to 


the intercom. 
"Yes Prime Minister?" 


"Brother Giovanni, have the Mercedes S600 brought up to the entrance, I need to pick up 
some bags at my suite. Ensure that I receive an escort both within Vatican City and to the airport. 
I must leave for Toronto, Canada tonight. Ensure also, that the Gulfstream V is refueled and is 


ready to go as soon as [ arrive." 
"Yes, Prime Minister. Shall I also notify His Holiness of your departure?" 


"No need Brother, thank you. I'll call on my way to the airport. I should only be gone for 


about one week." 


"Very well Prime Minister. I'll let you know when the Mercedes has arrived at the 


entrance." 


The intercom went dead. Richter leaned back in his chair, hands behind his head. All was 


going well, praise to God, he gloated. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


“No man, for any considerable period can wear one face to himself and another to the multitude, 
without finally getting bewildered as to which may be true.” 


Nathaniel Hawthorne 
May, 2002, Toronto, Canada. 


It's nice to come home if only for a few hours, Victor reflected. His cab pulled up in front of an 
elegant steel and glass condominium off of the stylish shopping district of Yorkville Avenue. 
Seeing Valencia had put him into a better mood although he remained tired and a little disturbed 
by his morning romp with the Mossad. Could it have anything to do with his upcoming 


assignment? And what of this illness that's been plaguing him? 


Glancing at the meter before exiting, Victor pulled out a twenty for a ten dollar fare, 


"Keep the change." 
"Hey thanks. Have a great day," the driver exclaimed as he pulled away from the curb. 
"Afternoon Mr. Glasgow. Good to see you back." 


"It's nice to be back home Steven, unfortunately it's not for long though - business still 


calls." 
"That’s too bad. I hope they're paying you well for all the work you're doing." 
"Yes, that's the only consolation I'm afraid. Thanks! Have a good day." 


"You too Mr. Glasgow, you too." Steven's grin broadened as Victor slipped a ten dollar 


bill into the young man’s free hand while passing the open door he held with the other. 
BZZZZZZZ2...... 


"Thanks George, how's the arthritis, under control?" Victor asked as he pulled open the 


inside door that George had unlocked from his security desk. 


to 


"Yes sir, Mr. Glasgow, thanks for askin’. 
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George smiled and nodded as Victor passed the desk on his way to the elevators. 
"How's your wife, George? You two planning any trips?" 


"She's never been better Mr. Glasgow and yes, a couple of weeks from now we'll be 


headed off to see our relatives in Wales - a month long stay you see.” 


"Glad to hear it George. Keep up the good work and say ‘hi' to the misses for me." Victor 


entered the elevator and pushed for the twentieth floor. 


"That I will Mr. Glasgow, that I will." George waved as the elevator door silently slid 


shut. Victor closed his eyes, a little rest during the short trip up... 


...Arrive at floor...Unlocking door...Throw keys onto hall table...Walk to bedroom...Time 


seems much slower... my actions exaggerated... 


...Undress...Showering, steam and antiseptic soap filling senses...Drying up, changing 
clothes - Hugo Boss will do...Can't get high-pitched whine out of my head...pressure blocking 


Cars... 


...Elevator lets me out...in lobby...carry-on rolling behind...Walking toward exit...Cab far 


away...George's gone - someone new ...feel his stare... 


Where's Steven???...Young couple kissing - Good Byes? - Outside entrance of 


building...I'm feeling heavy...slower...Cab still so far way... 


...Grabbed from behind...feel myself spinning...I reach up to...to what...? People surround 
me - all the same face...round... smiling...sandy haired...wire rimmed glasses - it's him....All 


approach - same smile - same actions... wrestle...back and forth...I'm moving...so slowly... 


"...You should have killed me when you had the chance Glasgow....or is it, Victor 


Colvin...?" 


..His face blinds me...I see nothing else...close...so close...a hard shove...back...slowly 


back...toward cab... 


..Bright light...loud, hollow whine...so much pressure...filling senses...so much...white 


57 


noise... 


oo a 


Victor started out of his dream as the British Airways flight he was on hit an unexpected pocket 
of turbulence. To his surprise the dream had been slightly different though it had a familiar feel 


to it. Why couldn't he just sleep? Why am I plagued by these damned dreams? 


Still in a stupor, he looked around the first class compartment and noticed the bee-hive of 
activity of both passengers and crew. A peek at his watch told him there were only a few hours 


left before arrival at London's Heathrow Airport. 


Lying on his chest, cover up, was the April 29/May 6, 2002 edition of Time magazine 
with its cover screaming out REAL OR FAKE: the Battle with Rome Heats up over the 
Sagalassos Tablet. Against a stark black background lay a brilliantly clear picture of the 


purported tablet. 
"It seems your dreams were more interesting than your magazine." 


Victor glanced to his right and saw the genial smile of a fifty-something black man, well 
groomed, lightly graying temples, half-spectacles and a rich bass voice. He was dressed in a 


cocoa brown tweed sports jacket, beige turtleneck, dark brown slacks and loafers. 
"I'm Professor Jack Paterson, my friends call me Jack." 


He offered up a large, meaty hand in greeting. "I meant to introduce myself earlier but 


you were asleep before I got the chance." 


"Nice to meet you Jack." Taking his hand Victor used his alias, "I'm James Glasgow. 


Sorry if I disturbed you. Have I slept through most of the flight?" 


"Pretty much. We land shortly. You've been one of the quietest traveling companions I've 
had in years. Outside of the last few hours where you seemed to be doing some exercise in your 


sleep, you've been as quiet as a mouse. Ha...ha...ha..." His smooth laugh put Victor at his ease. 


Excusing himself, Victor got up and headed for the washroom. On his return, he found 
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Jack leafing through the Time. 
"Have you had a chance to read the feature article?" Jack asked by way of an apology. 


"Not very much. I skimmed through it while waiting to board the plane last night. History 


really doesn't interest me." Victor settled himself into the wide leather seat. 


"That's too bad," began Jack, "you can learn a lot about who you are from your past; from 


your family's past." 


"Now you’re sounding just like a teacher," Victor said with a smile, "where do you 


teach?" 


"University of Toronto. I'm head of the Faculty of Anthropology and Ancient Studies, but 
my specialty is archaeology. A few of my colleagues and I are headed over to the World 
Archaeological Conference in London - it starts on Monday. Say, would you be interested in 


attending a few lectures? I could probably get you a pass." 


"No, thanks, unfortunately I won't be in London for very long. By the way, have you 
heard of a Masters student by the name of Valencia Davino? She's specializing in archaeology at 


U. of T." 


"The name sounds familiar but I can't say for sure. Usually I take on the Ph.D. students; 


why do you ask? Is she a family member?” 
"In a manner of speaking, yes. I like to keep tabs on her progress from time-to-time." 
"I'll ask around for you. What hotel are you staying at in London, James?" 
"Renaissance Chancery Court, Holborn; my usual place when in London." 


"Great. It'll be my first time there. The only hotel I could find an available room on such 
short notice; the conference has London booked solid. Likely it was the prices of the place that 
scared many conference attendees away. My colleagues and I will be splitting the cost of a room. 
We certainly can't beat its location with respect to the British Museum, where most of the 


lectures will be held." 
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"That's true; it's only a few blocks away from the museum. I think you'll like the hotel and 


certainly give the restaurant a try..." 


BING...The 'Fasten Seat Belt' sign unexpectedly lit up and the Captain came over the 
intercom: "Ladies and gentlemen, we are making our final approach to Heathrow International 


Airport...” 


oh 2 2 ok 


"What brings you to London sir, business or pleasure?" The nondescript customs officer intoned 


as he studied Jack's passport. 


"When we professors attend a conference it's usually pleasure! Ha...ha..-ha...!" Jack's 


laughter rang out across the customs area. 


"You have your conference registration papers sir?" The official responded without 


missing a beat. 


"You fellows certainly are thorough,” Jack replied as he passed along the registration 


confirmation. 


"Very good sir, enjoy your stay in London." The customs officer stamped the passport, 


passed it and the form back to Jack and then shouted, "Next please." 


Victor walked up to the booth, handed over his passport and allowed his eyes to quickly 
take in the details. 


"Business or pleasure sir?" The customs officer asked again; this time taking more time to 


study this passenger's face. 
"A bit of both, I hope," Victor replied coolly. 
"Type of business?" inquired the officer as he placed Victor's passport under a scanner. 


"Farm and construction equipment sales," Victor answered as he saw all his data appear 


on a computer screen: 
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NAME: Glasgow, James 


SEX: Male - white 

HEIGHT: 180.34 cm 

EYES: Brown 

BORN: Halliburton County, Ontario, Canada 
DOB: April 25, 1961 

RESIDENCE: Brampton, Ontario, Canada 
STATUS: Canadian Citizen 


He watched closely as the customs computer scoured the world-wide network of 
criminal-record databases and within seconds came up negative. The word 'CLEARED' appeared 


on the screen and the customs officer handed back Victor's passport. 
"Thank you, sir. Enjoy your stay in London." 


Retrieving his passport, Victor silently thanked God for the existence of talented forgers 
and their well-made product. He wondered, however, how much longer he could go on fooling 
customs officials around the world. Someday his number would come up - there had been close 


calls in his past. 
"I almost thought you weren't going to make it through!" Jack gave Victor a big smile. 


"It's nothing new; they give me the 'third degree’ every time I come over." Victor joined 


Jack at the entrance to the luggage carousels. 


"Say, after we pick up our luggage, why don't we split the cab fare since we're going to 


the same hotel?" 


"I've got a better idea Jack, I usually take the fast train from Heathrow to Paddington 
Station in London, a fifteen minute trip. From Paddington I take the hotel shuttle. Much faster 


and more comfortable - what do you say?" 
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"Sold! Let's get the luggage." Jack started toward the carousels. 


"All I've got is this carry-on Jack; see you at the train's platform in fifteen or twenty 


minutes. I've got a fast errand to run." 


"Boy, we professors could certainly learn a few things on packing light from suits like 


you! Ha...ha...ha..." Jack waved cheerily as Victor passed into the Arrivals area of Heathrow. 


oh a 2 


Friday morning, Hampstead, 10 km north-west of London. 
- CLICK WRRRRRR - 


"Yes, Ben is taking some photos now. Our man has just exited his townhouse and has hailed a 


cab. 
"No, don't worry; it doesn't appear as if he suspects that he's being watched. 
- CLICK WRRRRRR — 


"What? When did the Toronto people lose their target? Okay, we'll let you know if our 
man makes contact with any one of that description. Are there any pictures or more details of 


their target? 


"You're kidding me? How bad is it? Okay, we'll do it the old fashioned way until you fix 


the network. Any idea how long it'll take? Okay...I've got to go; our target's cab is here." 


Jennifer clicked the cell phone closed and pulled the car away from the curb in pursuit of 
the cab. Turning to her partner Ben she began, "We've got to keep an eye out for any contacts our 
target makes, especially any white males in their late thirties, early forties, approximately five- 
foot-eleven inches or taller. The Canadian team has lost their target and it might be their man that 


we see." 


"Right-ho, how long ago did they lose contact with him?" Ben kept his eyes fixed on the 
cab ahead of them as he talked. 
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"Yesterday morning. They're not even sure he's out of the country yet and are informing 
Canadian authorities of their presence, hoping for some clemency and cooperation. We really 
shouldn't be operating without the authorities knowing of our presence, but you know, we always 
seem to do things the wrong way ‘round. They're also trying to get recent passenger lists from 


airlines, bussing and shipping companies." 


Following the cab took them through Hampstead, then into Covenant Garden and closer 


to the center of London. 


"What's this talk about the 'old fashioned’ way?" Ben asked as he glanced over at his 


blond companion. 


"Remember that piece of luggage our target left at Heathrow's baggage claim the other 


day? The one we picked up?" 
"Yes, what of it?" 
"Well," Jennifer wondered how best to phrase it, "it contained a laptop computer." 
"And...?" Ben pressed. 


"Well, someone is going to get into a lot of shit for not being careful! They stupidly 
hooked the computer up to our network before checking what was on it. The laptop contained a 
‘poison pill’ that, when activated, sent out a "Trojan' file which turned our network into scrambled 
eggs and, they suspect, alerted our target via automatic e-mail to our presence. Needless to say, 
the files on the laptop were destroyed by the poison pill and our network has been trashed. The 


laptop is nothing more than a paper-weight now." 
"Ohbhhh shitttt! How long before our people can repair the damage to the network?" 


Before replying, Jennifer made the turn from New Oxford Street south onto Drury Lane 
and passed the cab as it stopped in front of the White Hart. Pulling over to the curb well down 
the street, she watched through the rear-view mirror as their target got out and strolled inside the 


pub. 


"Ben, they have no idea when the system will be back up. Meanwhile, our people in 
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Toronto will fax their targets particulars, it should come later today." 


"Okay...so all we can do is continue to follow our man. Let’s give him a few minutes 


head start and then follow him inside. 


"Yep, I'd say that's all we can do for now." 


oh 2 2 ok 


Reg Bryson, a wiry man in his mid thirties, short brown hair and serious demeanor, had received 
the automatic e-mail sent by his poison pill. Now he had to get Victor's assignment to him in 


some other way. 


In his business, being under surveillance was always an occupational hazard. For this 
reason, his ‘plan B' would be a visit to a safety deposit box he'd set up in The Royal Bank of 
Scotland's London branch. It was leaving the key with Victor's hotel that would be the tricky part 


and that was where the White Hart came into the picture. 


The pub on Drury Lane was one of his favorites, not only for the food and atmosphere but 
because it was the much-loved haunt of London's theater performers. An avid theater buff during 
his free time, it was here that he could rub shoulders with the famous or soon to be famous, 
talking shop or just sharing a friendly pint. The White Hart also offered a nicely concealed rear 
exit onto High Holborn Road. A few minutes walk north and east would take him to Victor's 


hotel, the Renaissance Chancery Court. 


Exiting the cab in front of the White Hart, he was in and out of the pub within seconds, 
garnering barely a look in his direction. A brisk five-minute walk later and he was at the hotel. 
Five more minutes, after dropping off the envelope at the hotel's front desk, he was in a cab 
headed to the bank. By the time his shadow found he wasn't in the pub, he was already half-way 


across town. 


Reflecting on how easy this deception was, he knew that if these people were 
professionals, that this would be the one and only time the maneuver would work. At least Victor 


had his information. 
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oh 2 2 ok 


Jack noticed his new friend's preoccupation and guessed that his errand hadn't quite gone as 
planned. The two men arrived at the hotel in good time, early on a cloudy Friday afternoon and 


presented themselves at the hotel's front desk. 


"Good afternoon gentlemen. Welcome to the Renaissance Chancery Court. Mr. Paterson, 
some of your colleagues are already here. Here is your room key and I'll get the porter to bring up 
your bags." The smartly dressed young brunette moved with a professional ease behind the desk. 
As she retrieved and passed Jack his room key with one manicured hand, she held an envelope 


addressed to a, 'Mr. James Glasgow, room 312,’ in her other. 


"And Mr. Glasgow, this came for you this morning. Here too is your room key. Would 


you like the porter to bring your luggage up as well?" 
"That won't be necessary, thanks; I only have this small carry-on." 


"Very well gentlemen. Don't hesitate to contact the front desk for anything you may 
require and please enjoy your stay." Her speech, well rehearsed, came with a voice so modulated 


that it made both men think she'd had training with the BBC. 


"Well James, just in case I don't see you again this week, I'd like to give you my card. 


Hopefully the next time you're in Toronto we can have a drink together." 


Glancing quickly at the card, Victor pocketed it and was about to respond when the men 
were interrupted by the arrival of a slim, olive complexioned woman with ebony hair. Victor 
realized he’d seen her on the television in the coffee shop in Toronto. Her eyes were dark, large 


and lustrous as they studied both men. 
"Hello Jack, have you just arrived?" she purred in a warm Mediterranean accent. 
Jack spun around, "Ahu! You're in this hotel also?" 


"Yes. Emre, Kerim and I have one of the hotel's two-bedroom suites." She looked toward 


Victor with curiosity. 
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"Oh, I'm sorry. Dr. Ahu Eser, this is James Glasgow, business man. James, Ahu is 
professor of ancient, near and Middle Eastern studies at Ankara University in Turkey." Jack 


moved away to allow the two to shake hands. 
"It’s nice to meet you Mr. Glasgow." 


Victor tingled at the way she pronounced his name; something about her excited him but 
he couldn't quite put his finger on it. He took her proffered hand and found the grip to be 


surprisingly strong. 
"Nice to meet you too, Professor." 


"Please forgive my callused hand, Mr. Glasgow. As Jack will attest, years of digging up 
history will take a toll on the body." Ahu's eyes were locked onto Victor’s; both seemed to be 


enjoying the moment. 


"And here are your partners-in-crime Ahu." Jack turned to Kerim and Emre, his face 


suddenly going serious, "Are you all right Emre?" 


"I tried to get him to stay upstairs Ahu, but he insisted that he was fine. However, Emre 
seems to be getting worse!" Kerim felt Emre suddenly collapse heavily onto his arm, he was 


flushed, sweating profusely and his breathing was labored; he then slipped to the floor. 
"Emre, what’s the matter?" Ahu rushed to his side, Victor just behind. 


Turning to Jack, Victor instinctively took charge and told him to contact the emergency 
services - he suspected Emre was having a heart attack. Asking Kerim, Ahu and a hotel porter to 
keep the growing crowd away, Victor checked Emre's pulse and found it weak. His breathing 


went from short and labored to non-existent. 


Checking his pulse again and attempting to gain a verbal response from Emre, Victor 
discovered he was now dealing with someone whose vital signs were absent. He automatically 


loosened Emre's shirt and trousers, then started cardiopulmonary resuscitation. 


Opening Emre's airway with the head-tilt and chin-lift, he leaned his ear over Emre's 


mouth for eight seconds to confirm no breath. Two first breaths, mouth to mouth - nose pinched - 
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between each allowing the chest to fall as the air escaped, Victor then smoothly moved to the 


thirty chest compressions. 


Hands entwined between Emre's nipples, right palm on the breast bone, Victor pushed 
straight down, hard and fast, arms locked, after each compression allowing Emre's chest to recoil 


upward. His two breaths and thirty chest compressions continued uninterrupted. 


He was into his second set of one-hundred compressions per minute when Emre suddenly 
coughed, gasping for air. Victor quickly moved Emre onto his side, mouth open, and helped 
Emre keep his tongue from blocking his throat. Checking Emre's pulse again and listening to his 


breathing, Victor found both were growing stronger. 


As the crowd parted to make way for the ambulance attendants and police, Victor seemed 
to become aware of his own surroundings for the first time in what had felt like forever. 
Exhausted, he gave his statement to the constable and ambulance staff then turned to leave the 


hotel lobby. 


Wanting nothing more than to get to his room, he bid Jack and Ahu a good day and 
retreated to the elevator. Ahu, tears streaming down her face could do nothing but shout ‘thank 
you' in his direction while Kerim kept repeating "Thanks be to Allah,' as he left with Emre and 


the ambulance staff. 
ook ok ok 
Sagalassos excavation, Western Anatolia. Friday morning. 


Pedretti remembered some last items he wished to tell Bozkurt about, so he asked the young 


archaeologist, Peter, who was driving him to the airport to wait a few minutes more. 


Approaching the small tent that Bozkurt occupied, Pedretti could hear the man's voice - 
he seemed to be having a conversation with himself. Knocking on the tent's wooden door and not 


waiting for permission to enter, Pedretti pushed it open. 


"Yes, Prime Minister..." Bozkurt, looking startled as he found himself facing Pedretti, 


instantly killed the satellite phone's signal. 
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Blinking against the darkness of the tent's interior, while his eyes adjusted, Pedretti 


noticed the satellite phone in Bozkurt's hand. 


"Why are you using the phone without my permission? And what is this about 'Prime 


Minister,’ who are you talking to?" Pedretti's voice was cold. 
"It is none of your business!" Bozkurt fired back belligerently. 
The phone began to ring. 


"Don't answer that, give the phone to me!" Anger welled up inside Pedretti at the 


impudence of this Turk. 
"Be my guest, Father!" Bozkurt taunted as he handed over the satellite phone. 
"Hello? Who is this?" Pedretti barked into the phone. 
"Mr. Beyazit? We were cut off..." Cardinal Richter's voice was unmistakable. 
"Prime Minister, this is Father Pedretti, why do you ask for my assistant?" 
A pause, then the line went dead. 


As Pedretti turned to face Bozkurt his eye caught a glimpse of an ornately carved, shining 
copper hilt. With stylized fleur-de-lis pommel, tapered grip and gently curved quillons, the 
dagger had a six-inch, double edged steel blade and stood transfixed in the middle of a small 


wooden table next to Bozkurt's cot. 


Moving closer, the priest noticed it held down a three-year-old, Turkish newspaper article 
reporting Fehime's death. In the margins of the article were listed three names, each followed by 
some large numbers. Tearing it away from the dagger Pedretti held it up to a now livid Bozkurt. 


He was beginning to understand the mystery surrounding the last three years. 
"Did you have something to do with this?" Pedretti challenged. 


"What do you think, Father?" Bozkurt growled. He moved closer to Pedretti, an evil glint 


in his bulging eyes, his coarse, hairy hands rising menacingly. 
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In an instant Pedretti grabbed the dagger, pointing it toward Bozkurt's throat. 


"Don't even think about it Bozkurt! Who put you up to this? Did Richter have something 


to do with Fehime's death?" 


"You can prove nothing! You hold no power over me! Ha, ha, ha, ha...!" Bozkurt's laugh 


was hideous and spittle ran down his chin as his emotions reached a peak. 
KNOCK...KNOCK... 


"Father, this is Peter, you must leave soon if you want to make your flight to London on 


time." 
"Thank you Peter, I'll be right there.” 
"Very good, Father" 


Pedretti turned to Bozkurt, "I will get to the bottom of this, I promise you! If you had 


anything to do with this young girl's death I will see that you pay for it!" 


Bozkurt broke out into another round of nervous laughter as Pedretti stormed past him 
and out of the tent, pocketing both the article and the dagger. He decided to make a surprise visit 
to the Cardinal and skip the Archaeology Conference in London altogether. The puzzle pieces 
were beginning to fall into place and he realized that he was the one being played for the fool - 
but no more. He was going to put an end to it, even if it meant embarrassment for the Church. 
The world was going to learn the truth about the Sagalassos mystery and how Fehime's death 


related to it. 


Having changed his travel plans, and while awaiting the next flight to Rome, Pedretti 
wrote a short note to Ahu as he sat in the departure lounge of Ataturk Airport, Istanbul. In this 
note he explained his fears of a Church cover-up regarding the seventeen Sagalassos tablets, his 
part in this secret and his fears that Fehime had lost her life because of what she knew. He 
enclosed the original newspaper article from Bozkurt's tent; he would take a photocopy to 
Richter, and finished the note promising that he would get to the bottom of this controversy. 


Signing it, "With my deepest apologies for all the trouble that I've caused, Father Marco 
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Pedretti," he sealed the envelope and sent it via Posta Servisi to Ahu's university address. 


“God forgive me my sins in this sordid affair,” he prayed. 


oh 28 2 


For the first time since he'd arrived, Victor was able to admire the interior of this London hotel. 
He stood outside the Pearl restaurant marveling at the marble beauty of the hotel’s grand lobby. 
Dressed in a chocolate brown, suede sports jacket, slacks and brown leather Oxfords, he 
appreciated the masculinity of the hotel's decor. It appealed to his better nature and had inspired 
the decorating of his own apartment in Toronto; lots of leather furniture in various shades of 
brown and rich, dark colors on the walls. The hotel, and his apartment by extension, resembled 


more a men's club than a family environment; exactly the sort of place he appreciated. 


The Pearl restaurant, named after the original builders of the edifice, the Pearl Assurance 
Company, served a wonderful European cuisine. This was a treat he liked to give himself before 


every new assignment, a form of talisman for good luck. 


Six o'clock and the restaurant had not yet begun to fill with patrons. As he studied the 
menu he didn't hear her approach his table, positioning herself directly opposite him. Ahu's hair, 
a smooth, glossy black fell around her shoulders, tied back with a simple clip. Light make-up 
accentuated her bright eyes, straight nose and full lips. While an elegant one-piece, spring dress 
and cardigan helped frame her gentle curves. Tasteful, modestly high, open-toed sandals and the 


light fragrance of Chanel perfume that her body's heat dispersed helped complete her appearance. 
"Good evening Mr. Glasgow," she said, keeping eyes fixed on his. 


"Professor Eser! Good evening." Victor looked up, startled but pleased. "Won't you join 


me for dinner?" He stood until she seated herself. 
"Thank you Mr. Glasgow, are you sure I won't be a bother?" 


"Nonsense Professor, I really hate eating by myself. Please call me Vi...James." Victor 
inwardly grimaced as he almost forgot to use his alias; what was it about this woman that made 


him feel so excited, so nervous? 
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"Only if you call me Ahu.” A sly smile briefly crossed her face and then she became 


serious again, “James, I wish to apologize for the way I acted this afternoon, I was like a baby." 


"It's never wrong to show emotion and concern for the safety of a loved one. Think 


nothing of it. How is Emre doing?" 


"Praise be to Allah and thanks to your quick actions, he will be all right. He goes into 
surgery tomorrow and then will spend a month in a London hospital to recuperate. I thank you 


again from the bottom of my heart." 
"He must be very special to you. I'm glad I could be of service..." 


"Excuse me Mr. Glasgow, Dr. Eser?" A waiter had slipped silently up to their table. "The 
management of the Pearl restaurant would like me to express our deepest appreciation for your 
quick actions that helped save the life of one of the hotel's valued guests. We wish, therefore, to 
offer you this meal free of charge as our thanks. Please feel free to order anything on the menu, 
alcohol and food, all is 'on the house’ tonight with our compliments." The waiter made a slight 


bow. 


"Well, thank you," Victor said while somewhat embarrassed and nodding an 
acknowledgment. "We'll need some more time before we order, I think." He glanced in Ahu's 


direction, while she smiled back at him with an amused look in her eyes. 


During the meal, many bottles of wine and Champagne, Ahu related her childhood in a 
Turkish diplomat's family. She spoke also of how she met Emre and her rise through the ranks of 
the archaeological community. Finally, she told of the loss of her parents to a car bomb while 
she’d been away in graduate school; they’d been driving to one of the year’s many diplomatic 


engagements in Ankara. 


"The Islamic Jihad, a radical extremist group in Turkey claimed responsibility," Ahu 


concluded as she finished up her dessert. 
"It must have been devastating for you to lose both of your parents like that." 


"I barely knew them James. Most of my life was spent with nannies, in private boarding 
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schools or, when in university, living on my own. Emre has been the closest thing to family I've 


ever had, both mother and father." 


Ahu suddenly laughed at a thought, then looked Victor in the eye, mischief bubbling to 


the surface. 
"What is it?" Victor had become fascinated with this woman, his curiosity egging him on. 


"You know, Emre blames himself for what he calls my less than feminine 
traits...ha...ha...ha...!" Her laughter was warm, inviting. She was becoming very relaxed after all 
the food and drink. "He says he should have introduced more female influences into my life early 


on, to help make me more like a 'lady’...ha...ha...ha...!" 
He was enjoying her laughter and didn't want it to stop. 


"James," Ahu leaned forward, placing her hand upon his. "I've been a 'Tom Boy’ all of my 
life. Growing up on one's own and fighting for everything that I've won, I would have not 
succeeded otherwise. Sure, I do enjoy and relish my feminine side; it holds a certain form of 
power of its own. I enjoy making myself beautiful, especially for a man such as you." No 
laughter followed this time, she was deadly serious. Looking him in the eye, her fingers began to 


trace the outline of his powerful hand. 


Ordering brandies for each of them he tried to ignore the fire she’d started inside of him. 
Feelings of resentment at spending the better part of his adult life cleaning up other people's 
problems and the accompanying loneliness this work required began to creep into his 
consciousness. It was time, he reflected, to start thinking about himself. He secretly made a 
promise that this would be his last job - he didn't need the money, but this woman was another 


thing all together; what price could one place on companionship? 


Leaving the waiter a sizable tip, Victor suggested they take their brandies to a quiet booth 


in the bar. 


"James," Ahu began after they had seated themselves, "may I be so bold as to ask you a 


personal question?" 
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"I don't see how I could stop you." Victor's natural guard went up. He reminded himself 


that he had to remain reticent until the assignment was over. 


"How can such a handsome, intelligent and caring man such as yourself stay unmarried 


for so long?" Her earlier playfulness replaced now by a womanly curiosity. 


"Work, it's kept me from establishing any type of long term relationships. I felt that it 
wouldn't be fair giving someone an 'absentee husband’. I also suppose that I hadn't found the right 


person." He stopped before he could get himself into trouble. 
"Being married to your work is a lonely experience. Don't you ever regret your choice?" 


"Now, yes. When I was a younger man I became intoxicated by the power, the adventure, 
the challenges that the job gave to me - I felt that I could always have a normal life later. What I 
didn't anticipate was how quickly ‘later’ comes. Before I knew it I was in my forties and still 


alone." 


Ahu moved closer to Victor, placing her hand on his again. The charge it gave to Victor 


surged through every part of him. 


"Work has been my spouse too, James, I know what you're saying." Her eyes never 
wavered from his. "I adopted a little boy though,” she continued cheerfully, "a good, intelligent 


and loving little boy!" 
"Really? How...what made you...?" 


She nodded and before he could finish replied, "When I was Chief Archaeologist at 
Sagalassos, three years ago, there was this homeless little urchin we called Mert; it means brave 
and trustworthy in Turkish. He is all of those things." A tear glistened in the corner of her eye as 


she continued. 


"After I was fired from the Sagalassos excavation for revealing the findings of the clay 
tablet to the public, I took little Mert with me. I knew he wouldn't get the care and love that a 
mother could give if he remained there - being treated merely as a Gypsy, homeless and 


unwanted. He has a good life with me, the best education a little boy could have and lots of 
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attention, more than my parents ever gave to me. Emre is his adopted grandfather! I feel that the 
only thing he lacks now is a father. Perhaps some day I may find him a man that would love us 


and need us as much as Mert and I need each other..." 


"Abhh...there you two are." Kerim bounded across the bar's floor in his excitement at 


seeing Ahu and Victor together. 
"How's Emre?" Ahu asked. 


"He’s sleeping soundly. The nurses are keeping a very close eye on him before 


tomorrow's surgery. So how was your evening, both of you?" 


"I’m fine, thank you Kerim. Ahu is a wonderful dinner companion," Victor said as he 
looked in her direction. With a smile coming to her lips, she had to look away to hide the tears 


that had begun to slide down her cheeks. He'd not realized the effect he’d had on her emotions. 


Looking at his watch, ten o'clock, Victor asked Kerim if he would escort Ahu to her 


room. He had to get an early night - work the next day. 


"Will you join us for breakfast tomorrow morning James or dinner perhaps? Wouldn't 


you like that Ahu?" Kerim asked, glancing toward Ahu. 


"I'm afraid that I can't. I'm sorry. I've got an early start tomorrow. Thank you Ahu, for a 


wonderful evening." 


She watched as he walked out of the bar; he never looked back. 
seats akeok 
Entering his room, Victor threw his card-key on the dresser, hung up his jacket and stripped off 


his shirt. The last forty-eight hours had taken their toll on him and he needed rest. Switching on 


the television, he then headed into the bathroom. 


"many Londoners have probably noticed the influx of hoards of real-life Indiana 
Joneses and Janes. This is due to our British Museum's and London University's co-hosting of 


the one-hundredth World Archaeological Conference beginning on Monday. 
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"This particular conference promises some extra excitement owing to the controversy 
that has been building over the last three years and which, by this time, has become an 
international topic of conversation. Time magazine is just the latest in a growing number of 
media giants to relate the story of the purported Sagalassos tablet. They tell the story of the 


‘Battle Royale' between an esteemed team of archaeologists and the Roman Catholic Church. 


"As you can see, it has become quite a media circus outside the British Museum in what 
is to be the most closely watched London conference ever. BBC 1 News will keep you up-to-date 


as both sides square off over the course of these next two weeks. 


"In a related event earlier today, a good Samaritan came to the rescue of one of the 
former Sagalassos archaeologists. Mr. James Glasgow administered CPR in time to save the life 
of Dr. Emre Guven, who is expected to under-go heart surgery tomorrow morning. Dr. Guven, 
now in his early seventies, has a sterling record of producing ground-breaking research in the 
field of Middle Eastern archaeology. BBC 1 News will attempt to interview Mr. Glasgow for his 


thoughts, but right now his hotel..." 
Victor switched off the television. 


"Great, I've just hung out the 'welcome' sign to every agency on the look-out for me. What 
have you done Victor? At least I won't be in London for much longer," he muttered as he wiped 


the remaining water from his face with a bath towel. 


About to return to the bathroom, he decided to answer the short knock at his door instead. 
Had the media managed to get through the hotel security after all? Rather than the expected BBC 


reporter standing in the hallway, to Victor's delight, it was Ahu. 


“Dr. Eser...” Spontaneously using her surname, he found himself at a loss for words, so 


just stepped aside to allow her into his room. 


"I told Kerim not to wait up for me," she said as her eyes began searching his, trying to 


find that spark she'd seen in them earlier. 


"But why...?" 
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"Shhh...Not a word," she whispered, placing a finger on his lips. "And it’s 


Ahu...remember?" 


Leaning forward, eyes closed she took his lips in hers, a long, hungry kiss. The ache 
inside grew; her intense desire for this stranger needed satisfaction. Reaching behind her, she 


undid the zipper on her dress and let it slip to the floor. 


Once more he tried to speak, but again her lips seized his; he relented, whole-heartedly 
the victim of her passion. Her breasts, soft, round and highly sensitive grazed the coarse hair on 
his chest. Her nipples blossomed at his touch. She felt his heat, sensed the desires grow from 


deep within him. 


Tracing the muscles of his back with her finger tips, still locked by the voraciousness of 
each other's appetite, Ahu suddenly recoiled, quickly backing away at feeling his scars, 


misshapen and unnatural. 
"Why...What happened?" she asked. 


Her look of horror mingled with sadness only added fuel to his fire for her. Now it was 


his turn to put his finger to her lips, as he enclosed her in another powerful embrace. 


"Shhh...Don't speak...It's our night...remember?" He gently lay her on the bed and turned 
out the light. 


oh 2 2 ok 


Victor hadn't slept so well in years. No dreams, no waking in the middle of the night, sweat 


soaked and needing to vomit. He actually felt rested, refreshed, thanks to... 


Looking next to him, her side of the bed was empty. A quick check of the room revealed 
that she'd left much earlier that morning. In her place she’d left her business card, on the back of 
which she wrote: "Remember our evening together James, and follow your heart as I have mine. 


You are ever in my thoughts. Love, Ahu." 


oh a 2 ok 


76 


His Saturday morning had gone well. No reporters lurking around corners for interviews, no 
unwanted 'shadows' to be outwitted. As Mr. Ando Gaspar, Victor had accessed a safety deposit 
box using the alias that Reg had set up for him at The Royal Bank of Scotland in London. He was 


in and out of the bank in a mere thirty minutes and back at the hotel in another fifteen. 


Victor opened the briefcase and carefully laid out what had been in the safety deposit box. 
There was 10,000 in Euros (assorted denominations), Eurostar and Eurail train tickets, a 
European Union passport in the name of Father Anthony Ricci and a Canadian passport in the 
name of Ando Gaspar. Finally, and most importantly, a memory card with a slip of paper 


attached. 


Taking the slip of paper he turned his attention to the laptop computer he'd ordered from 
the hotel's concierge. Plugging in the memory card to one of the laptop's side ports, he flipped the 
piece of paper over revealing its message: "The curious incident of the dog in the night- 


time...Good Luck, R." 


Smiling at the reference, he hit a few keys and confirmed that he wanted to download the 
files on the memory card. It was time, at long last, to see whom he was going to kill now... 


HB 2 2 eo 
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CHAPTER SIX 


“So powerful was religion to persuade evil deeds.” 


Lucretius, De Rerum Natura 


The Giardini Vaticani, Vatican City, Rome, May 2002. 

Ambling into one of the Giardini Vaticani's many private oases on a sunny Saturday afternoon 
and enveloped in the privacy afforded through a neatly trimmed privet hedge, Cardinal Richter 
settled his bulk onto one of four stone benches that sat at the perimeter of a circular stone 
fountain. At just over 108 acres, the Giardini Vaticani was the Vatican's principle garden 
preserve and available only to Vatican staffers and specially sanctioned tours. Situated to the 
northeast of Richter's office in the Govematorato building, this garden provided him an 
opportunity to quietly commune with his God. At a discreet distance away from where he sat, 
Richter’s Swiss guard stood by to ensure the Cardinal’s solitude and protection. 

Before any major appearance - tonight it was a speech to be given to the Pope and an 
assembly of Cardinals - Richter enjoyed wandering the myriad pathways that rambled through 
gardens laid out in the English, French and Italian styles. He would stroll among the beds of 
roses, wild flowers and topiary displays, even plunging into the garden’s four acre forest. The 
Cardinal imagined this was what the Garden of Eden must have been like on Earth before 
Adam's fall from grace, and it was here that he always felt his most inspired. 

Pulling the sheaf of papers containing his speech from an inner pocket of his cassock, 
Richter paused to take in his surroundings. The gurgling sounds of the small stone fountain - its 
four bronze frogs spitting their streams into a pool filled with brilliantly iridescent Koi - mixed 
with the litany of spring birds’ song. A gentle, caressing breeze tickled the tops of the trees and 
was pungent with the fragrance of chestnut trees and magnolias in bloom. 

"Ahem... Prime Minister?" Father Carl Schoenheit intruded into Richter's reverie. He was 
a tall, gaunt, bland looking individual with a highly nervous disposition and as such, was often 
found playing with his Rosary beads in an effort to expend unwanted energy. Despite this 
boundless energy, his efficiency and attention to detail made him an invaluable tool to Richter as 
a personal assistant for all issues outside of the office environment. 

Richter looked up to see Schoenheit standing in one of the breaks at the privet hedge. 


"Yes Father Schoenheit, what is it?" 
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"I'm sorry to disturb you Prime Minister, but Dr. Israel Cohen of Mossad's Rome office 
has arrived earlier than expected. He apologizes for this inconvenience, but states that he has 
urgent business he must see to later today." Father Schoenheit's voice rose an octave as he 
noticed Richter's face grow red, usually a prelude to one of Richter's famous tirades. 

"Very well Father, show him here." Richter stuffed the speech back into an inner pocket 
of his cassock and watched as Father Schoenheit retreated toward the Courtyard of the First 
Martyrs at the garden's entrance. 

seateakokeok 
"Prime Minister, thank you for seeing me earlier than scheduled," Cohen said, his voice clipped 
and using his words sparingly, "an emergency has come up; I'll not take much of your time." 

"Yes Doctor, how is the hunt going?" 

"Of the five suspects world-wide, two have begun to show significant promise. In fact, 
our suspect in Canada has come over to Europe and we believe may intend to liaise with the 
suspect being followed in London." 

"Where are these suspects as we speak and have you discovered any more details of this 
plot on the Pope's life, for instance, who is behind it?" Richter asked, becoming more interested 
in the conversation. 

"Well, we've run into some problems getting information. One of our agents was 
assaulted in Toronto and our people have yet to find a clue as to the true identity and motives of 
this Canadian suspect. Our London agents have had their suspect 'go to ground' after he 
temporarily disabled their computer system. We’re re-doubling our efforts to establish visual 
contact with these two suspects again and are still interviewing our sources, trying to establish 
who put out the contract on the Pope's life," Cohen replied, shifting uneasily as he awaited 
Richter’s reply; he didn’t have long to wait. 

"Doctor, do you mean to tell me that two of the five suspects you are tracking have 
slipped through your fingers?" Richter's voice grew louder as his patience began to wane, "I 
don't need to remind you how important it is to find this assassin before he or she finds the Pope. 
With World Youth Day approaching, his Eminence will be more visible and therefore more 
vulnerable than ever. For this reason, your people have to neutralize this threat soon; do you 


understand me Doctor?" 
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"Yes Prime Minister, I understand. I have enlisted the help of the local authorities to work 
with us..." 

“YOU WHAT?! I came to the Mossad because I expected professional service with 
discretion. I did not want to have a plot on the Pope's life broadcast to the world. What type of 
idiotic operation are you running!?" Richter exploded. The last thing he wanted was for the 
Pope to find out about the danger he was in. 

Dr. Israel Cohen let the Cardinal rant. He was getting used to Richter's hard-ass approach 
to doing business. In tracking down this assassin the Mossad was only doing the Vatican a 
favour; it was an effort by the Israeli Prime Minister to improve relations with the Vatican. 
Cardinal Richter, through diplomatic channels, had approached the Israeli Prime Minister for 
help and the Prime Minister had in turn approached the Memune, the head of the Mossad, 
sanctioning the use of his people and resources to stop this assassin before he or she got to the 
Pope. 

When Richter finished Cohen began again, keeping his voice steady and resolute. 

"As I was saying Prime Minister, we have notified the authorities in order to have 
unfettered access to information such as passenger lists and customs files. We have told them 
only that we are working on behalf of a client in fear of his life and they’ve accepted the fact that 
we can’t give them further information." Cohen waited to allow what he'd said to sink in, then 
continued, "I can assure you that this hunt will be discreet and effective. In fact, our people feel 
that they already know where the Canadian suspect is staying in London..." 

"Ahem... Excuse me Doctor. Prime Minister, Father Pedretti says that he urgently needs 
to speak with you..." Father Schoenheit's interruption was cut short. 

"Tell him that I'll call him back at his London hotel," snapped Richter. 

"Prime Minister," Schoenheit continued nervously, again his voice moving up a few 
octaves, "Father Pedretti is not in London, he is awaiting an audience with you as we speak. He is 
in the Courtyard of the First Martyrs." 

"WHAT?! What in the name of heaven is he doing here?" Before Schoenheit could reply 
Richter turned to Cohen, "Doctor, I trust that you will keep me up to date on your progress; is 


there anything else you need to tell me at this time?" 
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"No, nothing more Prime Minister. Thank you for your time." Dr. Israel Cohen made a 

slight bow in Richter's direction and followed Father Schoenheit out of the garden. 

seskeakokeok 
His afternoon ruined, Richter now paced the gravel path in front of the bench on which he sat; 
he'd lost all pretence toward civility. First there was the terrible incompetence shown by the 
Mossad searching for this assassin and now Father Pedretti was in Rome instead of being in 
London for the archaeological conference. 

As the priest walked into the clearing, standing at the opposite side of the fountain, 
Richter fired the first shot. 

"What are you doing here? Why aren't you in London?" Richter's voice came out like the 
growl of a hungry bear. Schoenheit faded into the background. 

“Because, Prime Minister, I believe I have discovered something of extreme importance, 
something related to the death of that young archaeologist, Fehime Fulin, three years ago. I felt 
that I should let you know before I went to the authorities." 

"Nonsense, the girl was murdered in an attempted robbery! The authorities have the 
investigation in hand - you should worry about your own duties, your obligation to God and His 
Holy Church!" 

Pedretti ignored the comment and continued, "Earlier this morning, when I answered your 
phone call in my assistant's tent, I also happened upon an old newspaper clipping, an article that 
related the account of Fehime's death in Istanbul. In the margins are written names and figures 
which I believe are amounts relating to payments made in Turkish Lira to those hired to kill her." 
Pedretti carefully watched Richter's reaction as he pulled the article out of his cassock and held it 
out to Richter. 

"But this is only a photocopy, where is the original?" Richter demanded. 

Pedretti noticed that Richter's breathing was becoming faster, more laboured; a prelude to 
an eruption of that famous temper he guessed. 

"Somewhere safe Prime Minister..." 

"SOMEWHERE SAFE?! The Cardinal Secretary of State is SAFE! My office is SAFE! 
You are NOT to act without my authorization! ONLY I KNOW WHAT IS BEST FOR HIS 
EMINENCE AND THE HOLY MOTHER CHURCH? DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME FATHER?!" 
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Richter exploded for a second time that morning, glaring at Pedretti with a look that the priest 
felt was most unbecoming for a man of God. 

Realizing that he’d lost Father Pedretti's cooperation for good, Richter now determined 
that something had to be done to bring the advantage back onto his side. He ordered Pedretti to 
wait while he went to see Father Schoenheit. 

On Richter's return, the priest decided to confront him about the call he'd made to 
Bozkurt. 

"Prime Minister, why did you call my assistant this morning? Why, as Chief 
Archaeologist of Sagalassos, didn't you speak to me directly; Bozkurt is only a nominal 
assistant...” 

"That is none of your business Father! | speak to whomever I like and answer only to the 
Pope and God Himself." Richter cut Pedretti off from answering with a wave of his hand. 

"Since you refuse to tell me where the original article is located, and from what I've seen 
of this copy and heard from you, I am not convinced that there is anything of importance here. I 
am going to forget that this whole conversation with you occurred and I order you to go to the 
London conference to represent our interests. Father Schoenheit will see you personally to the 
airport." 

Having said this, Richter turned away from Pedretti and stormed back toward his office. 

"Ahem...Father Pedretti..." 

The priest hadn't heard Schoenheit's approach as he'd watched the cardinal beat a hasty 
retreat. 

"_..this way to the limousine, if you please." 

Something in Schoenheit's high-pitched, nervous voice sent a chill down Pedretti's spine. 
As he followed Schoenheit, two guardsmen silently took up positions behind him, eliminating 
any opportunity for him to reconsider entering the limousine. 

seateakokeok 
Notting Hill, London - same time. 
Dr. Jason Pritchard's cab splashed its way up to the curb in front of the Windsor Arms. The pub 
on Camden Hill Road was in the eclectic community of Notting Hill, an area filled with art 


galleries, antique stores and other tourist traps. Already an hour late for an informal gathering of 
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friends, his gloomy mood wasn't improved as the steady rain outside turned to a deluge on this 
cold and foggy Saturday afternoon. 

Paying the fare, Pritchard turned up the collar of his macintosh and made a mad dash 
across the cobblestone walk toward the oak doors of the pub. Entering the Georgian pile, he was 
greeted by a warm glow coming from converted gas fixtures, an overpowering odour of malt 
vinegar with fried chips and the rumble of voices - the loudest coming from some of the more 
lubricated of his colleagues. Waving acknowledgments in their direction, he smiled to think that 
these were some of the most respected researchers in their particular fields. Tonight however, on 
the weekend before the archaeological conference, they were going to let their hair down and 
have some fun. 

Hanging his dripping macintosh on a hook by the door, he intercepted the waitress as she 
was leaving his friends' table. 

"Could you bring me a pint of bitter and a double order of fish with chips; I'm just 
famished." 

"Right ho, Love, be back in a jiffy!" With that, she wove her way expertly toward the 
kitchen, between tables that were quickly filling with supper-time customers. 

Jason Pritchard seated himself on the last remaining chair at the head of four tables that 
were pushed together to accommodate the group of nine, international archaeologists. They liked 
to joke that these informal dinners was where the real archaeological work was done and the 
conference was nothing more than a venue where companies could hawk their latest wares to 
poor egg heads working on tight budgets. Only Emre was missing tonight, and Jason knew that 
the group would be plying Ahu and Kerim with questions about his condition. 

"Hello everyone, sorry I'm late, Nigel probably told you that I've been working all day 
clearing up some last technical glitches in the Great Hall's sound and lighting systems before 
Monday's start. Did you know that this is the first major event that the British Museum has had in 
the hall since its renovation?" 

"Of course they know Old Man, I told them! Someone had to be the bearer of bad news 
about your absence. We've also had a drink or two to speed along your arrival, haven't we Ollie?" 
Dr. Nigel Rosen, co-host and representative of London University, the co-sponsor of the 


archaeological conference, turned a mischievous eye on Professor Oskar ‘Ollie’ Freundlich, a 
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little barrel of a man from Heidelberg University who specialized in the scientific methods of 
dating artifacts. 

"Och, ja. Ve have even timed your arrival by ze number of beers consumed; I of course 
have won three beers to Nigel's two! But Jason, why still ze long face?" 

"The conference has lost one of the key players in what we at the British Museum like to 
call, 'the Great Tablet Debate.' I received a cable this afternoon from Father Pedretti, the Vatican 
representative for the conference, indicating he won't be able to make it. Apparently he's got to 
get back to Vatican City on urgent business." Jason looked around at all the astonished faces. 

"Bloody shame that!" Nigel interjected. "Any idea Jason, whether the Vatican will send 
someone to replace Pedretti? The press have been looking forward to this conference for some 
time now and we must admit that this may be the first time ever an archaeological conference 
makes money due to so much outside interest in the main topic." 

"I've made a call to the Vatican Secretary, a Cardinal Richter, and he promised to have a 
team together and arriving in London the latest by Tuesday; we can only keep our fingers crossed 
that they show." Jason then turned his attention to Ahu, "By the way Ahu, Pedretti also wanted 
me to let you know that he's sent a letter to your university office in Ankara." 

"Thanks for the information Jason," Ahu replied, and made a note in her day-timer to 
phone her office the next day. For Pedretti to communicate with her, she felt, was unusual since 
neither saw ‘eye-to-eye’ on anything. She'd get her office to forward it on to her at the conference 
as soon as it arrived. 

"And Ahu," Jason asked while he still had her attention, "how's Emre doing?" 

"Fine, his surgery was shorter than expected, that is, they found fewer blockages around 
his heart than at first thought. Kerim and I will visit him tomorrow afternoon." Ahu glanced in 
Kerim's direction and noticed the smile come to his face at the thought of his old friend. 

"Well, on that great news," Professor Jack Paterson interjected, "I propose that we drink a 
toast to Emre's health and speedy recovery. Also, let’s toast his guardian angel, James Glasgow, 
without whom Emre would not be here today." 

"Seconded!" shouted a number of others at the table and soon cheers, prosits and hear- 


hears could be heard along with the clinking of glasses, as the old friends’ toasts went on. 
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Once the excitement settled down, Dr. Indra Kahn, from New Delhi University, turned 
the discussion toward the tablet. 

"What I can't understand is why the Roman Catholic Church doesn't just deny that Ahu's 
tablet is from Sagalassos; why do they continue to allow accusations that they're trying to hide 
something?" 

“Because Indra,” Kerim replied thoughtfully, “how could they have justified firing Ahu 
from her post as Chief Archaeologist of Sagalassos if the tablet wasn't from the excavation? 
Some how they got word of the tablet's existence before Ahu announced her findings to the 
archaeological community; they would have had no reason to fire her otherwise.” 

"Kerim's right, as soon as I was fired I made the tablet public, forcing their hand. They 
either call me a liar by saying the tablet's not from Sagalassos, or accept the possibility and deny 
the existence of any other tablets." Ahu leaned back in her chair and gazed up at the ceiling, 
"What I can't figure out is why they want to bury the existence of the other tablets in their 
possession?" 

"Ahu, are you sure there were other tablets at the same site?" asked Professor Lindsay 
Kim, a member of the South Korean team. 

"Oh yes, the letter from Fehime confirmed as much. I regret having burned it now, since 
destroying it didn't save her life - poor Fehime." Ahu looked down at her hands, a note of sadness 
coming into her voice. How many more people were to die over these damned tablets, she 
wondered, before this whole controversy is finished? 

The group fell silent for a moment, some remembering the young girl who so resembled 
Ahu. Others whispering how talented they’d heard she was; a young researcher with a knack for 
knowing where the artifacts lay. After a respectful moment, Nigel opened up the discussion on 
the tablet. 

"Well what do we know about this tablet from Sagalassos?" Nigel, like the others in this 
tight group, had no doubt about Ahu's honesty. Long ago Ahu had earned the respect of many in 
the archaeological community. 

"Jason und I carbon dated ze tablet und confirmed it to be from 5500 B.C. 
approximately," Ollie Freundlich offered. 

"Placing it in what period of Turkish history?" asked Indra. 
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"It's known as the Chalcolithic period in Turkey. One of the first excavations to come up 
with artifacts from between 5500 B.C. and 3000 B.C. was Alacahoyuk in Central Anatolia," 
Kerim explained in his rich, lightly accented voice. 

"Could the cuneiform have been added with fresh clay onto the old tablets, that is, clay 
that is 2000 years younger than the tablet itself?" Jack inquired. 

"Not possible Jack," Jason said, taking up the discussion, "clay tablets only harden further 
when exposed to fire. To try to make new clay adhere to old, hardened clay isn't possible. The 
new stuff would just flake off after firing, the cuneiform being destroyed in the process. This is 
what makes this tablet so important, it proves that cuneiform is older than the 3000 B.C. period 
originally believed; there is now evidence of a literate civilization older than the 
Mesopotamians.” 

"Okay, but what of the symbols and the cuneiform translation itself, any ideas?" Lindsay 
threw the question out to the group. 

“Betty has been working with Jason, Ahu and me on this aspect,” Kerim replied. With 
Jason's knowledge of ancient languages and Betty's specialty in esoteric religious and cult 
practices we've pieced together a very rough picture of what the tablet might represent." Kerim 
turned to Betty, "Betty, why don't you take it from here?" 

Dr. Betty Ward, a petit blond from U.C.L.A. had been listening intently as the banter flew 
around the table. Now she straightened up, looked earnestly at everyone there and dug into the 
topic with relish. 

"Well," she began, "taken along with the symbolism, it seems to make complete sense in 
only one way; we're dealing with a cult or religion who's main object of worship is The Black 
Sun." 

"The Black Sun, what are you talking about Betty?" Lindsay’s question was on a number 
of the friends' minds. 

"The Bible calls him 'The Prince of This World’, Satan or Lucifer if you will..." 

"You mean we've found a bunch of ancient Satan worshipers?" 

Jack Paterson interrupted, a look of disbelief crossing his face. 
"Now before you get your knickers in a knot," Betty continued, "let me explain that it was 


common thousands of years ago for ancient cultures, especially the nomadic tribes in Asia, to 
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believe in a universe balanced by good and evil, light and darkness. More recently, the Cathars 
actually regarded Satan, whom they called Demiurge, as the creator of this world. Is that radical 
enough for you?" 

"Radical yes and troubling -- very," Indra interjected. "What of the actual translation of 
the cuneiform?" 

"There are several names present: Heosphoras, Athom and Mithras, all names used to 
describe the sun deity." Betty paused to collect her thoughts, "The cuneiform piece is similar to a 
Mythraic description I once encountered: 'Thou shall see a puerile God, exquisite in form, with 
ruby locks and eyes as radiant as the stars. He wears a robe of alabaster and holds a luminous 
crown.' I believe that whatever culture we have here worshipped the sun and the sun deity as the 
creator of this world. Lucifer, as you know, means ‘Angel of Light’ which has also been 


on 


translated to ‘enlightenment’, or 'Bringer of Knowledge.’" Betty was on a roll, but allowed her 
audience a moment to take in what she'd just said. 

"It was not uncommon," she continued, "for ancient peoples to roll their sun god and 
‘creator of the universe’ into the same entity. Ancient beliefs such as Manichaeism, 
Zoroastrianism and Mithraism all did this. And just for a little added information, it would make 
sense to think of Satan as the creator and prince of this world if you were a Gnostic, because your 
basic belief is that this material world is inherently evil anyway." 

"So, is this find as important as the media tries to presume?" Jack asked. 

"The tablet by itself is only a small piece of a larger puzzle," Jason took up the discussion 
from where Betty left off, "and until we can see the rest of them, much of what we extrapolate 
from the one we have will remain in the realm of speculation." 

"And what of the skeletons and bull-horn altars as they've been described?" Nigel piped 
up. 

"There is nothing unusual about these," Kerim answered, "we have other Neolithic 
excavations throughout Turkey, most notably Catal Huyuk and Hacilar, where such artifacts have 
been found. Betty may correct me on this, but an ancient person worshipped at altars with bull's 
horns and sacrificed bulls as a form of fertility right and a means of ensuring bountiful harvests. 


The presence of skeletons suggests a culture that put a value on keeping their dead buried near 
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the living - a form of ancestor worship." Kerim leaned back in his chair and took a swig from his 
pint glass, oh how he loved the British beers. 

"That's right Kerim," Betty confirmed, "the bull symbolism goes as far back as the fourth 
millennium B.C. Later Indo-Mediterranean, Persian and Middle Eastern societies saw the bull as 
a symbol of fertility and Creationism. Rams and he-goats were equivalent to bulls in some 
cultures. Maybe this is where the devil originally got his horns and cloven hooves - from the 
belief that Lucifer had something to do with fertility and creation." 

As Betty finished up she noticed Ahu's gloomy expression, "Ahu, what’s wrong? How 
can we help?" 

Ahu looked up as the group went silent, all turning sympathetic eyes in her direction. 
With Emre's heart attack and this argument over the Sagalassos tablet, many wondered if Ahu's 
heart was still into attending the conference. 

"I'm sorry," Ahu began, "it's been three years since I found that tablet and I've had nothing 
but grief since. I wish that the whole controversy would just disappear. I regret having opened the 
Pandora's Box that likely cost the life of my friend and gained me the enmity of my government 
and many of my colleagues in the community..." As her voice faded to a whisper, tears began to 
well up in her eyes. 

Kerim, reaching over to take Ahu in his arms, wondered if that incredible stranger who 
had saved Emre's life wasn't also in her thoughts; someone Kerim guessed, who had stolen her 
heart but whom she may never see again. 

The discussion turned to other topics as the night wore on until the barman uttered his 
closing salute, "Time Ladies and Gentlemen, PLEASE!” With that, another of the friends' pre- 
conference gatherings became a part of history. 

sesteakakeok 
Renaissance Chancery Court Hotel, London - same time. 
"PRESS ANY KEY TO CONFIRM FILE TRANSFER' flashed urgently in the middle of the 
laptop's screen as Victor took a last look at the clue Reg had given him to decipher the memory 
card's password: 'The curious incident of the dog in the night time.' This was a system he and Reg 


had developed years before as a quick and easy way to pass small pieces of information to each 
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other in a hurry. The system hinged on the knowledge that both men had of Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle’s ‘Canon’. 

Not long after Reg began to train under Victor, both men discovered their mutual 
admiration for the works of Conan Doyle and in particular, his most famous creation Sherlock 
Holmes. What had begun as a trivia game to while away dull moments during assignments, 
ended with them realizing they could put their knowledge of the minutia of the 'Canon' - as 
Conan Doyle's collection of Sherlock Holmes cases was called - to work for them as a message 
transfer system when short for time. Honing the system further helped them work out a method 
that was virtually infallible, since only they knew the key to unlocking the answers. 

Enjoying the challenge, Victor knew that once he confirmed the file transfer he'd have 
twenty seconds in which to give the correct answer to the clue, or watch both the memory card 
and the laptop be wiped clean and rendered useless. He recognized the quote as coming from 
Conan Doyle's story 'Silver Blaze' and seemed to remember it having first been published in the 
Strand Magazine in either 1892 or '93. Following their rule for passwords when a title was 
involved, he turned Silver Blaze into 'SBlaze' and then added 93 for an eight character password 
of 'sblaze93'. 

Pressing the laptop's space bar, he saw the password prompt pop up and the timer begin 
its backwards count from twenty to zero. Quickly typing in his guess for the password, the 
prompt: INCORRECT PASSWORD - Please re-type password’ popped up. Trying 'SBlaze92' 
brought the file transfer operation to life with four seconds to spare; Victor was sure that he'd 
never forget that story's publication date again. 

The memory card contained only three files. The first let Victor know he was off to San 
Marino, a small Republic in the northeast part of Italy; it would be here that he was to assassinate 
his first target before the middle of June. Rimini railway station was the last drop location where 
final details would be waiting. 

The second file gave Victor a picture of who his target was. A fifty-three year old, slightly 
over-weight priest with tired eyes and a thinning tonsure. His name was Father Anthony Ricci, 
pastor of the Church of San Pietro on the Piazza Domus Plebis in San Marino. The file went on 
to say that the Father was about to head out for a month long pilgrimage to the Holy Land, 


something he’d waited all his life to do. Victor was to make sure that once the priest was dead, 
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his body would not be discovered for at least a year; this was important for the work that was to 
follow. 

There was information about the priest's daily routine, his habits and some other pertinent 
details, all of which Victor dutifully memorized. The remainder of the assignment and his first 
payment would be given to him upon his arrival in Meiringen, Switzerland, after confirmation of 
the first target's elimination. Usually accepting his jobs at face value and indifferent to their 
purpose, there was something in this contract that bothered Victor. It was obvious to him that he 
was to take the priest’s identity, but what had this man done that marked him for an assassin’s 
bullet? 

Victor’s consternation disappeared as quickly as it had come, and so he continued to 
review the job’s details. The last of the three files turned out to be a brief note from Reg. He 
apologized for not meeting Victor in person, but London had become a bit too hot for him and so 
he’d see Victor in Meiringen. The note ended with his usual sign off of 'Good Luck, R'. 

Comfortable with the knowledge that he'd learned about as much as he could from the 
files, Victor clicked on a flashing prompt under Reg's sign-off and was suddenly confronted by a 
sea of one's and zero's shimmering all over the screen. The process took no more than thirty 
seconds, then the screen went black; Victor knew then that both the laptop and the memory card 
were unusable. 

seskeakokeok 
Sunday morning, the Giardini Vaticani, Vatican City. 
To his dismay, the head gardener of the Giardini Vaticani watched as the needle on the pressure 
gauge of water main number three plunged to zero. The water main, one of a number that fed 
irrigation lines throughout the Vatican garden, took its water from the vast, underground 
reservoir that lay under Vatican City. The reservoir itself, built in the 1930's by the nephew of 
Pope Pius XI, was fed by Lake Brucciano just outside Rome. 

Pressure loss was not uncommon in the Vatican Garden's water mains; it usually 
indicated that something had eluded the filtering screens and had become lodged in the main. 
Unfortunately, now the gardening staff had to hand-water those affected areas of the garden 
bringing the water in from other locations. Equally upsetting to the head gardener was the fact 


that he might have to wait one, or even two weeks before the Vatican's maintenance crews would 


90 


look into the problem. With the Vatican's infrastructure aging the way it was, there were more 
pressing problems to attend to for these crews. 
Oh well, the gardener reflected, he would issue a maintenance request and pray to God 


for a miracle. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


“..Good things of day begin to droop and drowse, 
Whiles night’s black agents to their preys do rouse.” 
Macbeth, III. ii. 46 


London, England. 

“Here’s the photo you faxed to us yesterday,” Jennifer said, handing over the pictures to Janet 
and Sarah who were sitting in the back seat of a sleek Rover sedan. “And here are security 
camera photos from Heathrow’s customs area that were taken on Friday afternoon. To our 
London team the subject of both photos looks very much like your man Victor Colvin.” 

Janet and Sarah had just arrived on a red-eye flight from Toronto to London's Heathrow 
airport. Now they found themselves en route to London's Renaissance Hotel via a police escort. 
They hoped that this would prove to be their target’s last known location. Ben maneuvered the 
Rover through London’s soggy streets, the morning as cold and gray as Saturday had been, while 
Jennifer briefed her fellow agents. 

“You said your target’s name is Victor Colvin?” Jennifer asked. Janet nodded an 
affirmative while she and Sarah poured over the photos; there was no doubt that this was Victor. 
“Well,” Jennifer continued, “this man claims he’s James Glasgow, a salesman in farm and 
construction equipment. Ever heard of this name before?” 

Both women looked up simultaneously, Sarah breaking their startled silence first, “James 
Glasgow? That’s a new one! How is it that our intelligence people missed this alias? I thought 
the Mossad database had a pretty comprehensive file on Victor Colvin?” 

Ben slid the car up to the hotel’s entrance and before Jennifer could answer Sarah’s 
question, an athletic looking six-footer with salt-and-pepper hair and a needle thin mustache 
pulled open the front, passenger-side door. 

“Ms. Gastwick I presume?” Andrew Saunders asked, smiling. He was the MI5 agent 
assigned to work with the London Mossad team and help track down the missing Mossad targets. 
“Tt’?s damn inconvenient of you not to tell us about your team’s activities in our fair city!” He 
helped her out of the car, while the others followed. “However, MIS5 had noticed an unusual 
amount of activity that we discovered coming from Mossad suspects - not only in London but 


throughout Europe! Would you care to comment on that?” 
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Jennifer judiciously ignored the question and instead made the introductions, then asked 
if they’d apprehended James Glasgow. 

“Glasgow? I’m afraid that he’s gone, checked out last night. Had your people contacted 
us earlier in the week he would currently be in our custody.” 

“T’m afraid Jennifer’s team wasn’t aware that Victor Colvin, a.k.a. James Glasgow, was 
in the country let alone in London,” Janet interrupted. “We only found out of his flight out of the 
country through Pearson Airport security photos taken Friday night.” 

“So, Israel has an operation in Canada too! How many other teams are out there and how 
many suspects are your people following?” Saunders asked, turning an inquisitive look in 
Jennifer’s direction. 

“That’s classified ’'m afraid,” Jennifer responded. “We’ll try to give your people what 
information is O.K.’d for release, but ultimately your people will have to petition my government 
for any more details. Truthfully, we suspect that our teams don’t have all of the operational 
details and it’s likely we’ll never have them.” 

As the group of agents reached the hotel’s entrance they stepped aside to allow a sad 
eyed, ebony haired woman and elderly gentleman to pass, Saunders held the door for them as 
they walked past. Ahu and Kerim walked to a waiting taxi that would take them to Emre’s 
hospital. 

seat akakeok 
What a shift thought the D.G.S. agent! The Direction General de la Security (D.G.S.) had its 
moments but it was tedious surveillance shifts like this one that reminded him of how prosaic the 
bulk of French Intelligence work was. 

Called away from a family party to do this graveyard shift at Paris' Gare du Nord, the 
French agent learnt that he wasn’t the only one sacrificing his personal time for this high priority 
manhunt. With wanted poster in his hand at the start of the shift, he saw it pictured two men, 
white, middle-aged, one English and the other Canadian. What were the odds of finding these 
men at the Gare du Nord, he wondered? For all he knew they were nowhere near France. With so 
little time left in his shift he decided to head back to the rendezvous point, the Grand Hall of the 


railway station to meet with the relief and give his inconsequential report. 
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While walking along platform ‘number one’ next to a waiting high-speed TGV bound for 
Milan, Italy, the D.G.S. man noticed how deserted it was on this early Sunday morning. Just 
then, a figure moving with unusual speed from the Great Hall’s main stairs onto the platform 
attracted his attention. This man, wearing a nondescript gray trench coat, driving cap and black 
rimmed glasses stopped before entering the First Class coach. He looked up and down the 
platform and apparently satisfied, grabbed the handrail and swung himself and his lone bag onto 
the waiting TGV. 

Despite his weariness, the D.G.S. agent’s instincts told him something was familiar about 
the fellow. Glancing at the huge, overhead display board he noted that the Milan TGV was 
leaving at 08:04 to arrive at 14:22 - he had four minutes to board or lose sight of this suspect for 
good. He decided to forget his rendezvous in the Great Hall, grabbed the handrail of the nearest 
coach on the TGV and dove through the doors just as they closed and the final whistle sounded. 
He could always turn back later if his hunch turned out to be wrong. 

seateakokeok 
“Ms. Jennifer Gastwick, let me introduce you to Chief Inspector Douglas MacSwain of New 
Scotland Yard’s Special Branch.” Andrew Saunders cut the Chief Inspector off in mid sentence 
as he was questioning the hotel’s Desk Manager. 

MacSwain turned to face Jennifer and the other Mossad agents. Annoyed at being so 
abruptly interrupted, he ignored Jennifer’s outstretched hand. Well, thought Jennifer, we’re off to 
a roaring good start! 

The ruddy faced, two-hundred-and-sixty pound Scot came right to the point, “Wha’ da’ 
ya’ mean by alerting us to your operation so late in the game, young lady?” The coarseness of 
his brogue chafed Jennifer like verbal sandpaper; this policeman had all the charm of a hungry 
bear. “I hope your agency’s lack of courtesy hasn’t allowed two killers to run free. If so, I’m sure 
our government will have a few choice words to pass along to the Israeli Prime Minister!” 

“Tt’s nice to meet you too Chief Inspector,” Jennifer responded lamely, “I remember our 
organization asking for a little extra intelligence, perhaps some more eyes and ears on the 
ground. But I don’t recall a request for all this police presence - this hotel lobby has more police 
than guests! Maybe it was your people that scared James Glasgow away!” She couldn’t hide the 


indignation she felt at his treatment of them so far, as her eyes fired a “fuck you too” look in his 
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direction. Saunders couldn’t stifle a chuckle at her remark; MI5 was no cozier with Scotland 
Yard than was Mossad. 

Outside of a slight flush coming to his face, MacSwain remained undeterred. About to 
launch into another tirade, the appearance of a Sergeant who came from the hotel’s elevators 
again cut the inspector short. 

“Excuse me Chief Inspector.” 

“Yes Sergeant, wha’ have you discovered in Glasgow’s room?” MacSwain asked, 
regaining his composure. 

“Clean as a whistle sir! No finger prints or other clues of any kind. I don’t know how 
thorough the cleaning staff is at this hotel, or if they had some help from Glasgow, but there’s 
nothing to be found in that room sir.” 

“Thank you Sergeant, I was afraid of that,’ MacSwain acknowledged as turned his 
attention back to the hotel desk. “I'd like to introduce you people to the Desk Manager who 
happened to be on last Friday afternoon when Glasgow checked in. Ms. Timpson, how long have 
you been with the hotel?” 

Valerie Timpson, the manager who had so impressed Victor and Jack Paterson on their 
arrival, had been waiting patiently for her interrogation to begin again. Many years dealing with 
all types of people had helped her develop a poise that kept her calm on the inside while 
maintaining an unruffled exterior. This was a composure that she likened to the stamina of a 
well-trained athlete. 

“Ten years Chief Inspector, working my way up from Bell Hop,” Valerie answered in that 
well-modulated voice that so impressed her listeners. 

“Ms. Timpson,” Janet spoke up, “what’s this James Glasgow like and does he stay here 
often?” 

“Mr. Glasgow has been a model guest at this hotel well before I started working here. 
Friday afternoon’s incident only confirmed how valuable a customer he is to us at the 
Renaissance.” Valerie’s gaze never wavered from Janet and her eyes contained a confident 
sincerity that reassured the agents. 

“You mean that lifesaving incident he performed in the hotel’s lobby?” Sarah interjected. 


She and Janet had looked over the London dailies while on their flight to England. 


95 


“Precisely. Mr. Glasgow is the consummate gentleman and his generosity over these 
many years is undisputed. Last Friday was just another example of the lengths that he would go 
to help others,” Valerie stated. She crossed her arms and the look in her eyes took on a steely 
edge, as if daring them to prove her wrong. 

“Can you identify the men in these pictures,” Janet asked. Watching her reaction 
carefully, she handed Valerie one at a time starting with the ones taken at Heathrow. 

“Yes, this is Mr. Glasgow. It looks like it was taken at Heathrow airport.” 

“Very good! Now, Ms. Timpson, do you recognize this one?” Janet handed Valerie the 
surveillance photos from their Brampton stakeout.” 

“Yes, this too looks like Mr. Glasgow.” Valerie’s voice was beginning to belie her 
uneasiness about the questioning. “May I ask why you’re inquiring about Mr. Glasgow?” 

“We need him for questioning,” Janet answered. Glancing in Sarah’s direction she 
couldn’t hide the elation she felt at getting this positive identification of their suspect. Turning 
back to Valerie she asked, “Have you ever heard him use the name of Victor Colvin in any of his 
dealings?” 

“No, I’ve never heard of this name. Mr. Glasgow has never used it around the hotel, of 
that I’m sure! I’ve already answered many of these questions for the Chief Inspector, couldn’t 
you compare notes?” Valerie asked, annoyance now coloring the tone of her voice. “I must be 
getting back to work.” 

“T’m sorry Ms. Timpson, we won’t be taking much more of your time,” Janet responded. 
“T have to ask however, whether there was anything unusual that had happened, outside of the 
lifesaving incident, which involved James Glasgow?” 

“Well, he received a letter on Friday morning, hand-delivered before he arrived from the 
airport. And there was the incident with the laptop computer that he rented from the Concierge. 
When Mr. Glasgow returned it to the desk it was totally unusable. He said he must have picked 
up a virus from the internet that destroyed the computer’s hard-drive. He also insisted we add the 
cost of its repair to his hotel bill when he checked out on Saturday night.” 

“Where is the computer now Miss?” MacSwain interrupted. 

““We’ve sent it to have a new hard-drive and software installed, why?” Valerie shot him 


an inquisitive look. 
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“We’ll be wantin’ to have a look at that damaged hard-drive. If you’d be kind enough to 
give me the address of the shop, we’ll pick up the laptop. And don’t worry,” MacSwain said as 
he turned around to face the others, “we’ll let you people know if we find anything of importance 
on the computer.” He took the address from Valerie and passed it with instructions onto his 
Sergeant. 

“Any idea who dropped off the letter or what it said?” Saunders asked for the first time, 
having been content to let the others do all of the talking. 

“We’re not in the habit of opening our guests’ mail sir!” Valerie retorted. “However, if 
you wish to speak to the person who was working the hotel’s desk when the letter arrived, he’s 
right over there. He may remember the person who delivered it.” Valerie called the young 
Assistant Manager over from the opposite side of the check-in counter. 
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“Hey Valerie, what can I do for ya’” the young man asked as he walked up to the group. 

“Can you remember who dropped off a letter for Mr. James Glasgow on Friday 
morning?” Valerie asked him. 

“Aye, I do and you would too if he’d given you a hundred quid to make sure it got in Mr. 
Glasgow’s hands. That’s how important this bloke felt it was,” the Assistant Manager replied. 

“Ts he in any of these photos?” Jennifer interrupted, placing some of Friday morning’s 
surveillance photos on the hotel desk, two of which had very clear shots of the fugitive Reg 
Bryson. 

The Assistant Manager took one look at the photos and confirmed that they were of the 
man who delivered the letter. “What’s his name?” he asked. 

“Tt doesn’t matter!” Jennifer said. “Thanks!” 

Turning to Ben she whispered, “So this is where he snuck off to on Friday, leaving us 
high and dry at that damn pub.” 

Janet, not yet finished with Valerie, turned back to her and asked, “What time did James 
Glasgow check out yesterday?” 

“Soon after he returned the computer. He had us call a cab and then left the hotel at 
approximately five in the evening.” 

“Any idea where he was going?” Sarah interjected. 


Valerie shook her head, “No idea.” 
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“Do you know how we can get in touch with Drs. Eser and Muhtar? We’d like to ask 
them a few questions,” Janet continued, noticing that Valerie was beginning to show some 
impatience with the questions. 

Valerie felt her energy wane and gripped the desk more tightly to steady herself. 
Mustering a last effort to be cordial in hopes that these people would soon leave her to her work 
she said, ““You just missed them. They passed you as you were coming into the hotel’s lobby. I 
believe they’re headed to London General to see their colleague Dr. Guven who received heart 
surgery yesterday.” 

Thanking Valerie for her patience, Janet watched as a much relieved Desk Manager 
retreated to the quiet of her office. The excited Mossad agents had now confirmed that James 
Glasgow was indeed Victor Colvin and that he’d been in contact with Reg Bryson. Both 
individuals were still on the loose, but they may reconnect some time in the near future and when 
they did the Mossad hoped to be there to meet them. 

sesteakokeok 
The D.G.S. agent made his way to the first-class coach that he saw his suspect enter. Coming 
upon the train’s conductor, the agent flashed his credentials. He told the conductor of a suspect 
on the train that was of interest to the D.G.S. and that he expected the fullest cooperation from 
the train’s staff. Nodding his understanding, the conductor left to relay the agent’s message. 

The agent was beginning to feel the effects of his fatigue as he sat in a reserved seat in the 
first-class carriage where he could observe the suspect. A moment later, he found himself being 
loudly berated by a middle-aged couple demanding that he relinquish the seat. 

Looking around in desperation at the quickly filling coach, he realized that there were no 
seats remaining that had a view of the suspect. Rather than argue and attract more unwanted 
attention to himself, he got up, waved the couple aside and stopped the conductor from taking up 
his cause. He would find another place to observe his suspect. The conductor nodded in 
understanding and left to start his ticket check. 

seakeakokeok 
Victor settled himself comfortably into the TGV’s first-class seat and scrutinized the dining car’s 


menu as the train began its drive eastward, toward the outskirts of Paris. It would be seven hours 
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before he arrived in Milan, more than enough time to enjoy some of the fine cuisine offered by 
the French railway. 

With a sudden commotion attracting his attention, Victor looked up to see an elegant 
couple in their fifties shouting at someone a few rows from where he sat. They were using rather 
colorful French in an effort to force a tired looking young man in a cheap suit out of one of their 
seats. The young man was not the type of person one expected to see in first class. However, the 
way he dealt with those passengers and the conductor spoke of an innate authority that his 
appearance effectively concealed. Impressed by this fellow, Victor had a nagging feeling that 
he’d seen him somewhere before. 

seakeakokeok 
Andrew Saunders got up from where he, the London police and the Mossad team sat in the 
Renaissance Hotel’s lobby. He’d just spotted the individuals whose descriptions fit Ahu Eser and 
Kerim Muhtar as given by Valerie at the hotel’s check-in counter. The agent, pleased to see 
they’d arrived back from the hospital so soon, wanted to intercept them before they got onto the 
hotel’s elevators. 

“Dr. Eser? Dr. Muhtar? I’m Agent Saunders, MI5; I have some people that would like to 
ask you a few questions. Would you please follow me?” He brought Ahu and Kerim to an out-of- 
the-way corner of the hotel’s lobby and introduced the rest of the group. 

“How may we help you Agent Saunders?” Ahu asked as she took a seat beside Kerim. 

By way of an answer, Saunders passed responsibility of asking the questions to the 
Mossad agents, nodding in Jennifer and Janet’s direction while he took a seat in a nearby easy 
chair. 

“Dr. Eser,” Janet began, acknowledging Saunders, “will you and Dr. Muhtar have a look 
at these photos and see if you can identify the person in them?” 

She laid the photos from London on the coffee table in front of Ahu and Kerim. The 
photos of Reg Bryson elicited no response, but the Heathrow ones of James Glasgow garnered 
their recognition. Janet’s team noticed with satisfaction the glances exchanged between Ahu and 
Kerim as they looked over Glasgow’s pictures. 

“This man we cannot identify,” Kerim said pointing to Bryson’s picture. “But this man 


saved the life of our friend, Dr. Emre Guven, on Friday afternoon.” 
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“Good! Now have a look at these photos please,” Janet asked as she placed the Brampton 
surveillance shots in front of Ahu and Kerim. 

“These too are of James,’ Ahu responded. “But why are you asking about him? Is 
something wrong? Is he in trouble? Has something happened to him? ” 

Ahu’s use of Glasgow’s first name and persistent, concerned questions stunned the 
agents; her responses seemed to belie a greater intimacy than she was willing to admit. Kerim 
gave Ahu a surreptitious nudge to get her to let up - he feared that she’d told them more than they 
should know. 

Sarah was the first to break the startled silence. “You’re on a first name basis with Mr. 
Glasgow?” she asked Ahu. 

“He saved the life of our dear friend,” Ahu glanced over in Kerim’s direction, “and later 
that night I met him over dinner, wishing to thank him personally for saving Emre.” She felt it 
prudent not to mention their night together, Kerim too, maintaining a respectful silence and 
averted his eyes in hopes of not spoiling Ahu’s innocent deception. 

“Why do you ask about James Glasgow?” Ahu persisted. 

“He’s wanted for questioning young woman!” MacSwain gruffly interjected. “Did he 
mention to you where he might be going the next day?” 

“IT am a doctor, Chief Inspector, please address me as such! And no, he said nothing about 
where he was going. I didn’t even know that he had checked out.” Ahu surveyed the group; she 
hated not knowing where this questioning was going to lead. With James no longer in the hotel, 
Ahu wondered if she would ever see him again. Where did he go? Had he found the note she left 
for him, and did he share the same feelings for her as she did for him? The questions began to 
swirl around in her head, as they’d done at the pub the night before. 

Kerim looked over and noticed that Ahu grew paler, more tired as the questions 
continued. Speaking up he asked, “Might we be excused from further questioning? It’s been a 
long day and it’s taken its toll on both of us. We’d both hoped to get an early night in order to be 
fully rested for the start of the conference tomorrow.” 

Sympathizing, Jennifer thought about the strain that these two doctors must be feeling at 
seeing their friend in the hospital and then facing a barrage of questions from total strangers. She 


looked around at the faces of her colleagues and saw that they felt the same way. 
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“Thank you Dr. Eser and Dr. Muhtar, for your time. If there are any further questions 
we’ ll be in touch. How long do you plan to stay at the hotel?” Jennifer’s asked. 

“The conference goes on for two weeks, we’ll likely be here the whole time,” Ahu replied 
weakly as the two stood to go. She grabbed Kerim’s arm and the next moment they headed to the 
hotel’s elevators. 

serkeakakeok 
As the French countryside flashed past him in a 186 kilometer blur of color and form, Victor 
reflected on how easy it’d been to slip out of London. He’d dropped off the old passports bearing 
his previous aliases, as well as the business cards from Jack and Ahu, in the safety deposit box. 
Now he was traveling under the name Ando Gaspar, industrialist. 

After a brief review of the assignment back at the hotel, he’d checked out earlier than 
planned in hopes of avoiding the negative attention he’d attracted to himself with Friday’s 
episode. From Waterloo International Station the Eurostar took him in comfort to Paris’ Gare du 
Nord in under three hours. Unfortunately it was too late to make a direct transfer to a high-speed 
train for Milan. After an overnight in Paris and the early start on the Sunday morning, all had 
gone well. Victor hoped that as long as his pursuers persisted in their chase, that he could at least 
remain a few steps ahead of them. 

Nearing noon, Victor decided it was a good time to go for lunch. With the train not due in 
Milan until two-fifty-five in the afternoon, he’d have plenty of time to savor it. As for the tired 
young man, he’d seen the stranger several times during the morning and each time he seemed to 
have his attention trained in Victor’s direction. While the train’s staff left the fellow alone, Victor 
noticed them jump at the few requests that the young fellow did give them; there was more to 
this young fellow than met the eye. 

Victor made his way out of the first-class coach toward the dining car. He neglected to 
notice the D.G.S. agent pass the conductor a note, whisper some instructions into the man’s ear 
and then get up and follow Victor at a very discrete distance. 

Throughout the meal Victor kept an eye out for any sign of the stranger. With a feeling 
that he might be putting too much into the appearance of this young man, he was ready to write 


the whole thing off as inconsequential. However, just as he was finishing his meal the train’s 
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Maitre d’ slipped him a note, retreating without uttering a word or waiting for a response. Victor 
had to read it twice to believe what he was seeing, a scowl beginning to cloud his face. 

Quickly looking up from the note, Victor unexpectedly locked eyes on the stranger, who 
peered at him through a window in the door of the dining car. Seeing Victor glance in his 
direction the young man disappeared behind the door, only to re-appear a few moments later to 
see Victor walk out of the dining car toward the train’s second-class coaches. 

Excited that the note had struck a cord with his suspect, the agent decided that he had to 
get word to his people in Paris. Pulling out his cell phone he started to type a text message while 
taking up the pursuit again. Whether it was sloppy practice or the exhaustion due to the long 
shift, but it is here he was to make his first and final mistake. 

seateakokeok 
The note was unsigned its message very clear, whoever wrote it knew his other aliases and was 
watching him now. Could his pursuers really have come this far or were Mossad agencies across 
Europe being alerted to be on the look out for him? Whatever the answer Victor knew he had to 
act decisively, it wasn’t much of a stretch to put two-and-two together and decide that his shadow 
was this young stranger from first-class. 

Moving swiftly from the dining car to the train's second-class cars, he guessed it wouldn’t 
be long before the fellow came up behind him. Ducking into a public toilet next to the baggage 
lockers at the end of the coach, he kept the door open enough to give him a view of the corridor. 

Within a few minutes the D.G.S. agent came into view, now a few feet from the 
washroom’s door. Still absently typing away on his cell as he passed, Victor jumped out and used 
a left-handed grab to spin the fellow around, slamming a meaty right hook into the young man’s 
solar plexus. The agent doubled over, gasping for breath, excruciating pain registering on his 
flushed face. His cell phone hit the floor of the coach. Grabbing the man’s head Victor yanked it 
backward, twisting it until the neck gave a sickening crack and the agent’s body went limp. 

He quickly bundled the French agent’s lifeless body into one of the largest of the empty 
luggage lockers, shut and locked the door. Picking up the man’s cell phone and canceling its 
message, Victor threw it and the locker key into a refuse bin on the way to the first-class coach. 


Neither he nor the locker’s occupant would need these items again. The whole episode took less 
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than two minutes and they'd been alone the whole time. Within a few minutes he was back in his 


seat in first-class awaiting the train’s arrival in Milan. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


“Think like your target and only stop being him when you pull the trigger.” 
Meir Amit, Mossad Director General, 1963 - 1968 


Regent’s Park, London. Monday morning. 

As the late May sun burned away the damp gloom of the preceding weekend, all of nature 
seemed to awaken under its radiance. The two young joggers couldn’t help noticing its 
invigorating heat on their bare arms, the plethora of bird song and the fragrance of lilacs all 
around them. The area’s residents began to stroll, run and cycle their way along the myriad 
pathways that intersected Regent’s Park. For Janet and Sarah however, their sunrise jog was just 
coming to an end, two hours after it began. The freshness and energy of the spring air helped the 
two women ease out of the jet lag that still plagued them. 

With a last sprint towards the park’s southern entrance, they came to a stop just outside 
the Outer Circle’s gates, facing the street ahead of them. Smiling at one another, too out of breath 
to say anything, this type of friendly competition was something that they tried to do regularly 
when on assignment. As they stood on the sidewalk, a sleek silver Bentley limousine drew up to 
the curb, its darkened, rear window sliding down to reveal Jennifer’s smiling face. 

“Hey you two,” Jennifer beckoned, “come on and get in; we’ll drive you back home.” 

The two women stood agape, astonished to think that the Mossad might have splurged 
and paid for a limousine for its agents; Sarah finally broke their silence. 

“What’s with the fancy car and most importantly, how did you know where to find us?” 

“We’ve spent about a half-an-hour searching for you two and we’ve got some important 
news, now get in!” Jennifer insisted. 

“We’ve spent? Who’s we, you and Ben?” asked Janet, while pulling open the limousine’s 
door. 

She and Sarah stooped to enter and that’s when they saw Andrew Saunders, the MI5 
agent from the day before. 

“Good morning ladies! Nice run? Now I know why you Mossad agents always look so fit, 
exercise must be a requirement in your job descriptions.” Saunders waved the agents into the 


plush leather seats opposite him and Jennifer. 
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“Ah! I knew this couldn’t be a Mossad vehicle...how do you guys at MI5 afford such 
luxury?” Sarah shot a playfully sad look in Saunder’s direction and he returned it with a brief 
smile. “What’s the occasion?” she continued. 

“T’m sorry to say ladies, that you two,” he pointed in Janet and Sarah’s direction, “are off 
to Italy in about an hour, but first ’ve got a bit of news for you.” Saunders paused to make sure 
that the agents gave him their full attention and then continued. “The Italian authorities found the 
body of a French intelligence man on a Milan bound express train yesterday afternoon...” 

“How did MI5 know about that so quickly?” Janet asked. 

“We’ve got a source in Direction General de la Security, but it won’t be long before the 
news is broadcast through Interpol. At that time security agencies all over Europe will be looking 
for the perpetrator. Now please don’t interrupt, we don’t have much time before you leave.” 

“But what does this have to do with us?” Sarah interjected. “Do the French and Italian 
authorities suspect one of our two targets?” 

“Precisely! Based on what details your agency has given us, the train schedules coincide 
with one of your men’s disappearances. Here are the facts behind the discovery of the D.G.S. 
agent.” Saunders was warming to the speech. “The train on which the body was found left Paris’ 
Gare du Nord station at 08:55. The victim in question just finished up a graveyard surveillance 
shift, looking out for your two suspects. He didn’t show up at the rendezvous point and his 
people only received a brief text message from him at approximately 09:10. It indicated that he 
was following a suspect and would get back to them later. He gave them no other details, which 
if you ask me is a horrible lack of protocol, but that’s the French for you!” 

“So you’re saying that the next time the French intelligence hear about this guy is from 
the Italian authorities?” Sarah asked. 

“Sad, but it’s true,” Saunders confirmed. 

“Why do you suspect one of ours?” Sarah persisted. “And if it is one of ours, do you have 
any idea if it’s Glasgow or Bryson?” 

“My money is on your man James Glasgow. Reg Bryson disappeared a few days before 
Glasgow did and could be anywhere in Europe by now. James Glasgow only flew the coop on 
Saturday night. Keeping to a strict train schedule by taking the Eurostar to Paris, it would make 


sense that he would take the 08:55 to Milan. There were no night trains leaving the Gare du Nord 
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on Saturday. The 08:55 was the first one leaving the station that morning.” Saunders sat back 
looking pleased with himself. 

“That’s assuming one of our guys is going to Milan. What makes your people so sure that 
Italy is the destination of one of our suspects?” Janet was wary of being sent off on some wild 
goose chase. 

“T don’t mean to spoil the fun you Mossad are having in this game of hide-and-seek with 
your targets, however, our people have it on good authority that the Vatican is some how 
involved.” Saunders looked at all three ladies for some type of reaction and yet all remained 
stony faced. He had their fullest attention. 

“Now, it’s all right if you neither confirm nor deny the veracity of this information,” he 
said. “It would make perfect sense however, if this were the case - don’t you think?” He was 
hoping for some type of response before he’d have to say good bye to them. The limousine 
pulled up at a nondescript little row-house just off Baker Street; one of the Mossad’s temporary 
safe-houses. 

“Remember what I told you yesterday, that we may not have been fully briefed on all of 
the facts of this assignment?” Jennifer asked Saunders, a rueful smile animating her lips. “You 
may have just given us a piece of information that we’re not supposed to have. Agent Saunders, 
we value your help and trust that you’ve got the facts right, but please, keep that last bit of detail 
under your hat for now!” 

“Right, it was only unconfirmed information my team was working with anyway. Well, 
we’ ve got a jet fueling at Heathrow airport as we speak and it should be ready in...” he glanced at 
his watch, “...damn, it’s ready now. I’ll give you ladies half-an-hour to get your things and then 
I'll be back with the Bentley to take you to the airport. Have we got a deal?” 

“T don’t suppose we have a choice!” Sarah said as she and Janet followed Jennifer out the 
limousine’s door. “See you in a half-an-hour!” Sarah closed the door and the Bentley pulled 
away from the curb. 

“Ladies,” Jennifer turned to them before going up the stairs to the safe house, “I’d like 
you to pick up the trail of this fugitive in Milan. You’ll be meeting up with a Kidon team; they’ll 
be working with you. When you find this person, they’!l take him out.” 


“Assassins? Who authorized the use of assassins for this search?” Janet protested. 
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“Tt was the Memune himself. The Israeli Prime Minister is angry that we’ve lost two 
targets. There's a real danger that these suspects might accomplish what we’ve been trying to 
stop. Therefore, the Director General of the Mossad got the okay to use assassins to help our 
surveillance teams eliminate our targets before we’re handed a greater problem.” 

“How did the Memune hear about the Milan discovery so quickly?” Sarah asked. 

“Like MI5, we too have our sources inside the French intelligence agency,” Jennifer 
replied smugly. “You ladies better get ready to go; time is not on your side this morning!” 

seateakokeok 
Friday afternoon, San Marino, Italy. 
True to San Marino’s seven centuries of Christian tradition, the Hotel Titano was cloister-like in 
its appointments. Victor’s room was not much bigger than a monk’s cell, but the view from his 
window was astonishing. 

May had slipped quietly into June and on this particular evening Victor languidly leaned 
out the third story window gazing at one of the most beautiful vistas he’d ever seen. Since his 
arrival in San Marino on Monday, he’d admired his view of the lush Romagna countryside and 
the turquoise waters of the Adriatic Sea sparkling further to the east. 

In addition to sightseeing he was here to do his homework. Work that required learning 
the routine of a San Marino priest. What he learned was that the old man always had a morning 
walk to a farmer’s market for groceries. Of an afternoon he accepted invitations to visit members 
of his congregation in their homes, while evenings had him host catechism classes, youth drop-in 
sessions or other church-social functions. This was in addition to his regular priestly duties. 

Victor realized the man was so busy that he was rarely alone. What’s more, this priest 
was to leave San Marino for the Holy Land the next morning so Victor needed to kill him 
tonight. Likely the congregation would think nothing of the priest’s absence come Saturday 
morning due to his impending trip. All Victor had to ensure was that the job be clean and the 
body well hidden. 

It’s funny to think what a dichotomy San Marino is, Victor reflected, as he turned his 
attention from the countryside to the Glock tucked in its holster on the table beside him. So afraid 


of weapons coming within its borders, San Marino’s guards searched visitors before they entered 
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at the city’s gates. Yet this city, set 3,300 feet above the Italian country side, held the highest 
concentration of weapons shops in all of Europe. 

The gun shops lay within walking distance of each other in the old town's center, and 
thousands of tourists would flock to them each year. It was partly this steady trade in weapons 
that helped to keep the republic's economy alive and well. San Marino law required shopkeepers 
to have disclaimers posted in their shop's windows to warn eager weapons purchasers that such 
instruments of death were for ‘fun only,’ and not for use as the real thing! To Victor it seemed a 
sad attempt by the San Marino government to wash its hands of responsibility for allowing 
access to the deadly commodity in the first place. 

Victor, strapping the holster over his polo shirt, knew that the gun inside was no toy. It 
had very real rounds nestled in its magazine and they would find their mark tonight. Victor 
zipped up a light wind-breaker over the holster, grabbed his room keys and was outside the 
austere stone building within minutes. He turned toward the center of the old town; his crepe 
soled walking shoes noiselessly padding along the cobblestones. 

Most of the streets in San Marino were narrow, flanked on either side by two and three- 
story, stone buildings; the stone having been quarried from the republic’s own mines. With raised 
planters outside of most residences, one could see why the old city restricted vehicle traffic to 
those very few roads wide enough to accommodate it. All other roads were for foot traffic only, 
except where emergency vehicles needed access. It was this absence of vehicular traffic, 
centuries old architecture and the breathtaking panoramas from the walls of the city that lent San 
Marino its old-world charm. Victor felt he’d stepped into the pages of a history book. 

Walking past the Piazza della Liberta he witnessed the last few minutes of the honor 
guard’s shift change in front of San Marino’s Government House. At six o’clock the guards in 
their bright green uniforms would be heading home for the night; part time soldiers guarding a 
largely unimportant symbol of the city’s bureaucracy. 

He sat down at a patio table in a cafe not far from the Government House. While getting 
comfortable, a petite, rosy-cheeked young lady approached him, her hair tied in a tight knot at the 
back of her head from which protruded her pen. Wrapped around her ample waist was a large 


white apron, its ties encircling her and tying up at her front. Into this apron she had stuffed her 
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order pad. In Victor’s opinion, she only needed a chef’s hat to complete the picture of the 
Campbell Soup doll that his sister had played with as a child. 

“Buona sera Signore, volete un menu (Good evening sir would you like a menu)?” she 
asked; her smile widened as she saw that Victor wore no wedding ring. 

“Buona sera Signorina.” Victor ignored the look that came into her eyes; she’d have to 
find her husband somewhere else. “Avete un quotidiano speciali (Do you have a daily 
specialty)?” 

“Si Signore, you are American?” the waitress asked, noticing his accent and switching to 
broken English. 

“Canadian, but close enough. You can speak English?” Victor asked, not really surprised 
considering that San Marino’s whole economy revolved around tourists. 

“Si Signore, I take five year of English in school. Many people from San Marion speak 
three and...quattro...four conversations!” She beamed at him with pride. 

“Languages...” Victor corrected, returning her smile. 

“Scusi (Sorry)?” 

“You said conversations, but you meant three or four languages.” 

“Oh, si! Grazie Signore!” Her petite frame jiggled with mirth at the thought of her 
mistake. “Anything to drink?” 

“A bottle of Vodka Imperial, Blue Label and your special per favore (please).” It was 
time he tried San Marino’s beverage of choice, he thought. 

“Si Signore, grazie!” She made a slight curtsy then disappeared into the cafe. 

Leaning back in his chair, Victor glanced across the street at the church belonging to the 
priest he’d been following all week. The Glock under Victor’s arm was growing heavier. It’d 
become harder for him to pull it out of its holster and each time he did someone died. This ‘grim- 
reaper’ had finally seen the possibility of a rich future in the eyes of a woman who’d shared his 
table exactly one week ago. Finish this assignment, he again promised himself, and then get the 
hell out of this business for good. The light at the end of the bleak tunnel of his life was finally 
coming closer. 

The waitress had quietly slipped the bottle of Vodka Imperial onto his table along with a 


glass. He poured himself a sizable amount and was about to taste the reassuring sting of the first 
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gulp when he turned toward the source of a discordant jumble of voices. Parents and their 
youngsters were exiting the church and spilling onto the narrow sidewalk in front of the 
building’s stairs. Judging by the age of the children, Victor guessed it was likely a First 
Communion class. 

He noticed the priest’s eyes aglow with warmth that came through interacting with his 
flock. A broad smile broke out on his round face as he shared last jokes and stories with the 
parents and their children. Like any good shepherd, the priest kept a close eye on the activities of 
his entire congregation and something he saw suddenly required his immediate attention. 

Victor too noticed and reacted. His actions initiated before the thought even registered 
with his brain. Dashing out of his chair and nearly knocking over the startled waitress who held 
his meal, he stepped off of the curb and into the road. 

Father Ricci’s actions were equally as swift, but being closer, were more decisive. The 
next sensation that a little boy felt was the firm grip of the Father upon the back of his coat collar 
and the unsettling sensation of flying backward toward the sidewalk. At that same instant a 
passing policeman on a speeding motorcycle crushed the little boy’s ball. The sight of the 
flattened ball sent the youngster into a torrent of tears and wailing; he was oblivious to the loud 
scolding of his parents and the gentle censure of the priest. 

Victor, still standing in the middle of the road, almost forgot why he was there when the 
unthinkable happened. Leaving the child in the care of his parents, the priest straightened up and 
turned in Victor’s direction, their eyes meeting for the first time. He mouthed the word ‘grazie,’ 
gave a brief smile and nod then turned to walk up the stairs and into his church. Victor had made 
an emotional connection with his victim that was anathema in his profession. 

With a heavy heart Victor returned to his table to finish off the bottle of vodka and what 
would be his last supper in San Marino. 

seakeakakeok 
Same time, British Museum, London. 
The first week of the archeological conference had not been as volatile as the media had hoped, 
largely owing to the Papal delegation’s late arrival. However, as promised by the conference 
organizers, the media had an afternoon to evening series of interviews with the conference 


attendees. Each group endured only a half-an-hour’s worth of questions before the next group of 
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archeologists sat on the ‘hot seat.’ At six in the evening it was Ahu and Kerim’s turn; Emre 
remained confined to a hospital bed in London, his recovery far from complete. 

“Ahu, this just came for you this morning, it’s from your university.” Dr. Jason Pritchard 
held out the envelope. He guessed that Ahu had had her office forward Father Pedretti’s letter. 

“Thank you Jason...” Ahu’s voice trailed off as she pocketed the envelope. What could 
the Father possibly want to say to her? Had he decided to confess the truth at last? Jason 
Pritchard’s voice interrupted her reverie. 

“Well, shall we enter the lion’s den?” he asked with a smile. “By the way, mind if I join 
the two of you during this question period? I could act as moderator.” 

“By all means Jason!” said Ahu, jumping at the chance to have an extra supporter there 
for herself and Kerim. She felt a sense of relief just at the thought of his presence in the room. 

“Fine! Then ladies first, Ahu...” Jason ushered the two in ahead of him. 

The murmur in the crowded conference room grew in intensity as the reporters saw whom 
they were interviewing next. Now was their chance to try to get some real dirt on this tablet issue, 
something quite different from the sanitized version that seemed to be coming from the 
conference itself. 

It took Dr. Pritchard a few minutes at the microphone before he could quiet down the 
excited gaggle of reporters. With Ahu and Kerim seated comfortably at the front of the room, 
Pritchard opened up the question period. 

“Please ladies and gentlemen, quiet please! The clock is ticking and your half-an-hour is 
getting shorter. Quiet please!” The warning worked and he was able to continue. “I’d like to 
introduce you to Dr. Ahu Eser from Ankara University and Dr. Kerim Muhtar of Ankara’s 
Museum of Anatolian Civilizations. May I also remind you, ladies and gentlemen, that this press 
conference will be in English for the benefit of all persons in the room? Shall we start the 
questions over here...yes?” 

“Dr. Eser, ?'m Nancy Jennings, New York Times. Are you any closer to discovering 
whether the Vatican has the other tablets, and if so, where they are?” 

“No, the Vatican refuses to admit the existence of the other tablets.” Ahu’s quiet reply 


contained a note of anger and frustration that she made no attempt to hide. 
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“Dr. Eser, Dr. Muhtar, Indira Mujalli of the India Chronicle. What about those colleagues 
of yours who argue that the date placed on this tablet is inaccurate? That the tablet is likely much 
younger than your team claims it to be?” 

Dr. Pritchard looked up, “I can answer that one, if I may?” He turned to Ahu and Kerim 
for permission. Upon receiving their consent he continued. “My team has put the tablet through 
extensive radio carbon dating both at our ultra-modern laboratory in the University of London as 
well as the labs at U.C.L.A. in the United States. Both tests have confirmed the same 
approximate age, 5500 BC. We’re exploring other possible methods of dating the tablet to cross- 
correlate our findings, but many of these methods are as yet untried or haven’t built up a 
sufficient history of successes.” 

“Dr. Eser, Rudolf Schussler, Frankfurt Zeitung. What makes you so sure that there were 
other tablets at Sagalassos?” 

“T was told about the other tablets by a friend of mine, the young archeologist who first 
discovered them in the ruins of the Byzantine chapel.” A wave of sadness came over Ahu as she 
thought of Fehime. 

“But, Dr. Eser...” Rudolf Schussler interrupted, “do you still maintain that your only 
evidence of the existence of the other tablets is a letter you burned three years ago? A letter 
written by a young archeologist who died tragically, also three years ago? How do you hope to 
convince the world at large of your belief without more concrete proof?” 

“T don’t know just yet, for now the world will just have to take me at my word, along with 
the one tablet that is available as proof. I had hoped that I would have received at least a little 
more understanding from my fellow archeologists and perhaps a little extra help in rooting out 
the truth. This is why I am grateful to doctors Muhtar and Pritchard and their teams for the 
support that they’ve given me.” 

“Dr. Eser, Dr. Muhtar, Francois Pernaud, Vanity Fair magazine. What do you say to the 
Vatican’s assertion that the tablet you have never came from Sagalassos? That it might even be a 
fake you cooked up to try and discredit the Papacy’s efforts at the archeological site?” 

Kerim lightly touched Ahu on the arm and flashed a look in her direction. He knew what 


she’d have to say about that and it wasn’t going to be nice, so he took on the question. 
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“Mr. Pernaud is it?” Kerim asked. The reporter nodded and Kerim continued, “We have a 
number of witnesses whose names are on record and who will testify to this tablet’s authenticity. 
We maintain that the Vatican only denies our tablet is from the excavation because it reaffirms 
their claim that no tablets were found at Sagalassos.” 

“Doctors, Isabell Santore, Italian National Television. Would you care to comment on 
yesterday’s discovery by Vatican maintenance staff of Father Marco Pedretti’s mangled body? It 
was found wedged into one of the water mains that feed the Giardini Vaticani’s irrigation system. 
Police believe that the body was dumped into the Vatican’s underground reservoir and then was 
sucked into the irrigation system.” 

A stunned silence ensued as the three archeologists stared at the television journalist in 
disbelief. Kerim was the first to break the silence. 

“Ms. Santore, we’ve been so busy at this conference that none of us has had an 
opportunity to listen to the latest news. We’re not aware that Father Pedretti had died. Is there 
any indication as to how he died?” 

“The police are keeping quiet for now, but sources close to the Vatican say there were 
signs of trauma on the body.” 

“T see...thank you Ms. Santore,” Kerim replied as he fell into a thoughtful silence. 

“Dr. Eser, Charlie Kemp, Ottawa Citizen. Was there any hard feelings between you and 
Father Pedretti, or between you and the Vatican for firing you from the post of Chief 
Archeologist at Sagalassos?” 

Dr. Pritchard stood up and moved to the podium before Ahu could answer. “Ladies and 
gentlemen, I’m sorry but the time is up...” 

“No, please Jason, let me answer this one,” Ahu pleaded, wishing to try to clear the air of 
all the rumors and innuendoes that had been circling around this affair for so long. 

“Very well, but this is the last question ladies and gentlemen.” Pritchard looked 
sympathetically in Ahu’s direction and nodded for her to begin. 

“Father Pedretti and I did have our differences.” Ahu's throat was as dry as a desert, but 
she persevered. “These differences were professional only! I felt that he and the Vatican held too 
much influence over the dig which rightly should have been controlled by the Turkish 


authorities. Our progress was slowed by this interference. I was afraid, and in hindsight it seems 
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rightly so, that the tablet find might be covered up by the Vatican and that’s why I released the 
news to the international scientific community first. Unlike the Vatican, I have no reason to kill 
to keep a secret!” 

This last statement shocked the audience of journalists and a few stood up to try and 
sneak a last question to clarify what she had meant by it, however Dr. Pritchard canceled the 
session. 

“Thank you ladies and gentlemen, this was the last group for the day. More time will be 
given next week for further questions.” 

The conference room broke into a discordant rumble as it began to empty of journalists 
and their equipment, cameras, microphones, tape recorders and the like. Jason Pritchard looked 
at Ahu who seemed lost in her own thoughts. Fehime dead and now Father Marco Pedretti, what 
connection did their deaths have with this tablet if any and what, Pritchard thought, revelation 
would be in that letter he’d just given to Ahu? 

seskeakokeok 

San Marino, Friday Evening. 

Breaking into the church had been too easy, as easy as his picking up the Glock from the 
weapons shop in the old part of this little town. Victor’s organization made the arrangements 
ahead of time, bribing the dealer to accept a parcel - no questions asked. All he had to do was 
walk into the shop, say a prearranged phrase and then walk out with the parcel under his arm. 
Now he sat in the confessional, screwing a silencer onto the end of his gun while awaiting the 
appearance of the priest. He heard the man’s footsteps make their final rounds of the church 
before going to bed. 

Father Anthony Ricci noticed a light on above one of the confessionals. It seemed that 
one of his flock needed solace so, despite his fatigue, he put his priestly duties before his own 
comfort. Settling his tired body into the priest's booth, he closed his eyes in prayer and slid the 
door open that covered the small screened window that separated him from Victor. 

“In nomino Pater et Filius et Spiritus Sancti, Amen. Cio che e preoccupante e il mio 
bambino (What is troubling you my child)?” Father Ricci looked up and recognized the pair of 
eyes staring back at him. “Ciao! E’il mio figlio. Come posso aiutarvi (Hello! It’s you my son. 


How may I help you)?” 
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Victor’s blood went cold at hearing the priest’s warm greeting. “Mi perdoni padre... 
(Forgive me father)...for what I am about to do,” Victor replied turning to English to hide his 
shame. 

“My son, whatever troubles you, let Christ share your burden. A man of your 
thoughtfulness will surely have his prayers answered,” the priest said in English marked by a 
thick Italian accent. 

Victor sat there frozen, gripping the handle of the Glock; in the past he would’ve never 
empathized with his target. The victim isn't a human being merely a problem needing a solution 
and each assignment - to be completed without question! And what of the loss of one’s soul? 
Well...that was an occupational hazard. 

“What have you come to...” before he could finish Father Ricci’s body was thrown 
backward against his tiny booth as two slugs tore through the thin wall that divided the two men. 
Both bullets hit him mid-chest and he now lay crumpled awkwardly between the stool and the 
wall. His breath rattled in his chest while blood trickled from his lips and his eyelids fluttered. 

Calmly Victor got up, the gun shots having freed him of his immobility, he walked 
around to where Ricci lay dying and put another bullet into the priest's heart. Normally he 
finished the target off with a bullet through the temple, but the gore from a head wound would 
have brought unwanted attention. The third bullet did the trick and as Father Ricci’s head 
slumped onto his chest, Victor whispered a last, “Mi perdoni padre” and closed the dead man’s 


eyes. 
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CHAPTER NINE 


“Nothing is more seductive for man than his freedom of conscience. But nothing is a greater cause of suffering.” 


Dostoevsky 


The Hotel Victoria, Meiringen, Switzerland, Saturday morning. 

The ringing exploded into his dreams, cutting down deep and dragging him back to 
consciousness; back to his darkened hotel room. On the night table his cell phone continued its 
urgent demand for attention. 

Reg Bryson pulled himself to a sitting position, grabbed the cell phone and glanced at the 
illuminated screen. A sigh and rustle of the sheets reminded him that he was not alone, that his 
young waitress from the previous evening was lying next to him. She turned, facing away from 
him and pulled the covers closer to her chin. Relieved, he saw that she was a sound sleeper. 

Before the phone could go off again he clicked it open, jumped out of bed and strode 
toward the bathroom to talk in private. 

“Do you know what time it is?” he snapped in a whisper. 

“...Well it’s two in the morning here in Switzerland! What do you want? 

“that’s right, Pll be meeting him on Tuesday afternoon at the Reichenbach Falls... 

“No! He has no idea. He still thinks he’s working for The Organization... 

“He’ll show up as the priest and [ll pass him the final part of the assignment. At 
sundown he’ll take a chopper to finish what we’ ve started... 

“...Don’t worry, Ill do it myself - no one will be the wiser! 

“..Look, Pll call you back when it’s over. Good-bye!” 

He clicked the phone shut and walked into the room. The young woman was sitting up on 
her elbow facing him, the silver-blue of the moonlight painting her right side in its translucent 
glow while her left side remained dark. Where the light touched her, Bryson saw her blonde hair 
glisten and the pale skin of her naked body appeared as alabaster. This iridescence accentuated 
the dark, silver-dollar sized nipple on her right breast which rose and fell with her breathing. 

“Ist alles in Ordnung Regi?” she asked in a sleepy whisper. 

God she was beautiful, he thought to himself as he felt his attraction to her begin to revive 


his sleeping member. 
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“Yes darling,” he replied in English, “all is well. Just an overzealous customer, that’s all. 

Let’s get you tucked back in for the night, shall we?” 

seakeakakeok 
Renaissance Hotel, London, the previous Friday evening. 
“And he’s signed it, "With my deepest apologies for all of the trouble that I’ve caused, Father 
Marco Pedretti.”” Ahu laid Pedretti’s letter on the table in front of her. She and her colleagues sat 
in a quiet corner of the Renaissance hotel’s Pearl restaurant. 

Their first round with the journalists at an end, Ahu excused herself from Kerim and 
Jason Pritchard so that she could privately scan the contents of Pedretti’s letter. What the letter 
revealed startled her so much, that she was back with her friends within minutes to suggest a 
meeting over dinner. She needed to discuss what was in that letter, get their opinions, then likely 
do her own thing anyway ignoring the good advice they always gave - it was just her way. 
Professor Jack Paterson, an old and trusted friend, was asked to join Ahu's little group for dinner. 

With the congenial meal at the Pearl coming to an end, Ahu decided to read the letter out 
loud while the coffee was served. Jack was the first to break the silence as Ahu finished. 

“So we’ve got his word that there are other tablets in existence; seventeen more as a 
matter of fact! Also, that there is some type of cover-up happening at the Vatican which may 
have contributed to one or even two people being murdered. Don’t you think it’s time we contact 
the authorities about all of this?” he asked, looking around at the others. Everyone seemed deep 
in thought. 

“It may be a good idea Ahu,” Jason Pritchard agreed. “We contact Chief Inspector 
MacSwain and let him go through the proper channels in order to sort this thing out. I mean, if 
people are dying because of these tablets, maybe it’s better you don’t get further involved?” 

Kerim reached out and placed his hand on her crossed arms; her eyes remained distant, 
glued to an imaginary spot on the table. 

“Ahu,” he said gently, “you can’t put yourself in danger too! You'll not bring back 
Fehime or Pedretti, but you may very well lose your own life if you insist on pursuing this 
mystery. Please...let us hand over these documents to the police! If not for your friends at least 


think of Mert and Emre, you are the only family that they have in the whole world.” 
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Ahu looked up for the first time since finishing the letter. “You’re all correct; we’ve got 
to hand over the letter and the newspaper clipping to the police. But I must still meet this 
Cardinal Richter. I’ve decided to go to Vatican City tomorrow.” 

“But what about the last week of the conference?” Jason Pritchard asked rhetorically. 

“Kerim and you two will have to carry on without me, representing our side of this tablet 
affair. Discuss the case with the Chief Inspector. See if he wants the existence of the other tablets 
kept a secret, or if hell allow you to make a surprise announcement to the press next week. 
Leaking this information could help flush out the guilty party and make it easier for them to be 
apprehended.” 

““Ahu, are you sure you want to do this?” The look she flashed at Jack cut him off in mid 
sentence. “All right, all right, I get the feeling that you didn’t so much as want our opinions 
tonight as tell us your plans for this sordid affair!” 

Jack’s last remark brought a smile to her face as she looked over the concerned faces of 
her closest friends. 

“T’ll make photocopies of the letter and newspaper clipping and leave you with the 
originals to present to the Chief Inspector. Have him get in touch with a Captain Serhat of the 
Istanbul police; he’s investigating Fehime’s murder. Oh, and my friends, on your honor you must 
promise not to tell Emre what I’m doing. I don’t want to cause him any undue stress while he’s 
recuperating in the hospital. If he sees on television that I’m not at the conference, let him know 
that my university called me back for a problem which they couldn’t fix; be creative!” 

“Ahu, be careful! Call us when you arrive in Rome, when you’re leaving Rome 
and...Where do you go afterwards?” Kerim asked. 

“Tl fly on to Istanbul myself to confront Serhat; with any luck, by the time I arrive 
MacSwain will have already been in touch. I want to know what new efforts he intends to take on 
Fehime’s behalf. Hopefully Pll have learned something from this Cardinal Richter...and don’t 
worry; [ll call when I arrive in Istanbul too!” 

seakeskokeok 
Zurich Switzerland, Monday afternoon. 
“Mr. Colvin, I can assure you that the Organization did not re-activate you. Although we would 


have liked to use your services recently, your last job took so much out of you that we felt it 


11 


prudent to allow you to rest. We were waiting for you to reestablish contact with us.” The Old 
Man’s tone was steady, his speech clear; he wanted there to be no misunderstandings. 

This was not what Victor had hoped to hear and his knuckles grew white with anger as he 
gripped the window’s frame. He stared with unseeing eyes out of the top story office window 
overlooking Bahnhofstrasse, in central Zurich. Dressed in a funereal colored turtle neck, leather 
jacket, dress slacks and leather boots, he contrasted sharply with the ‘gnomes’ in the street below 
- dressed primly in their well tailored, banker’s suits. Not satisfied with what the Old Man had to 
say, Victor swung around to face him, his eyes now as black as his clothes. 

“But Sir,” he growled, “this assignment has so far followed all of the proper protocols. It 
has all of the hallmarks of having come from here!” 

“Yet...it did not come from here Mr. Colvin. I am sorry but you will just have to take my 
word for it when I say that we have had nothing to do with your assignment.” The Old Man’s 
voice remained calm as he sat on the edge of his desk - his arms crossed over the quiet gray 
double breasted jacket. His pale eyes remained locked on Victor. 

“Still, you say that Reginald Bryson is your contact? He was an old pupil of yours, was he 
not?” 

Victor only nodded - still bitter at having killed the San Marino priest. 

“Then I suggest you continue with the assignment and keep a close eye on your friend. He 
may or may not know that this isn’t an Organization job. Do you have any idea where you are 
headed next?” 

“No. I only know that I’m impersonating a priest; a man that was, as far as I could see, 


”? 


blameless and didn’t deserve to die!” Victor’s voice grew louder. 

“Steady yourself, Mr. Colvin. You are a contract killer remember...” 

“T’m a garbage man, nothing more; removing other people’s trash because they have 
neither the stomach nor the balls to do it themselves. I’m tired of wading through society’s 
sludge. After this job I’m done - retiring for good!” 

The Old Man sat stunned and temporarily lacking a reply. Getting up quietly he walked 
around to sit behind his desk, giving himself a moment to think. 


“T was about to say that you are a damn good assassin and...” He held up his hand to 


prevent another outburst from Victor. “In the eleven years that you have contracted with the 
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Organization you have held a sterling reputation for doing clean, thorough work. You have never 
ever empathized with your targets before and I wonder what has brought about this sudden 
appearance of remorse? A conscience is for weak men, Mr. Colvin, a quality that does not 
become you.” 

“Even so, Sir, consider this my official resignation,” Victor said. 

“Find out, Mr. Colvin, what Bryson is up to, whether he has gone renegade on us or not. 
Also find out who is controlling him and for God’s sake put an end to this job. Then we can 
discuss the matter of freeing you from the Organization’s control." 

About to walk out of the office Victor turned to face the Old Man, a look of amazement 
on his face. “My freedom, Sir, was never up for negotiation!” he said savagely and stormed from 
the office, slamming the door behind him. 

seskeakokeok 
Vatican City, Rome, Italy, Tuesday afternoon. 
The heavy oak doors to the Cardinal Secretariat of State’s office were pulled open but before 
Father Giovanni, the Cardinal’s secretary, could announce the visitors Cardinal Richter cut him 
off and waved him away. 

“Dr. Cohen, how is your search coming?” Richter began but didn’t wait for a reply. “I 
have reliable word that your Mossad still hasn’t apprehended the men you’re after...” 

“But...” Cohen began as Janet and Sarah fidgeted uncomfortably behind him. 

“But nothing Dr. Cohen, this is exactly what the Vatican has received from your 
organization’s services! This won’t improve our relations with Israel. Your Prime Minister will 
be told about your organization’s incompetence in this matter.” Cardinal Richter raised his hand; 
fingers extended he proceeded to outline the actions the Vatican had to take because of the 
Mossad’s lack of success. 

“Since the suspects are still on the loose and are believed to be somewhere in Italy, we 
have had to send the Pope away to America earlier than planned. Second, it’s been necessary to 
send a disproportionate number of our security people with him; the Vatican is now horribly 
under protected.” 


“We're doing...” Cohen tried again, but to no avail. 
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“T don’t want to hear it Dr. Cohen, because I have neither the time nor the patience. I will 
give your people until noon tomorrow to clear out of the office in the security building and then I 
don’t want to see you or your people in Vatican City ever again! Do you understand me doctor?” 

“Perfectly, Prime Minister...” 

“Fine, now I bid you a good day!” Without looking up from his paperwork, the Cardinal 
waved them away. 

As the huge doors closed behind the three of them they each let out an audible sigh of 
relief. 

seateakakeok 
Reichenbach Falls, Meiringen, Switzerland - same time. 
“..Now, if all of you will come over to the railing and just imagine Sir Arthur looking into the 
very same gorge as you are now. With its steep sides and wild rush of water, you can see why he 
felt it perfect for...” 

Reg Bryson moved away from the railing on the east observation deck to allow the tour 
group more room to peer into the seething mass of water and noise at the base of the falls. As the 
female tour guide prattled on and a myriad of colored rain coats bobbed about the deck looking 
for the best photo opportunities, Reg moved to a quiet corner farthest away from the railing. As 
he awaited his contact he wondered how long it would be before the low hanging rain clouds 
would unleash their next volley. The narrow paths at the top of the falls were already treacherous 
due to the morning's showers. It figures, he thought to himself, only those completely devoted to 
Sherlock Holmes would be crazy enough to brave weather like this, just to see where their hero 
almost died. 

While Reg pondered the tourists, an athletic looking, forty-something priest advanced 
along the narrow path that ran up the side of the gorge toward the fall’s east look-out. He wore a 
broad-brimmed sun hat, clerical collar and shirt, hiker’s breeches, boots and a waterproof wind- 
breaker. Looking around, the priest spotted Reg Bryson just beyond the crowd of tourists and 
turned to pick his way toward the younger man. 

“Good day my son!” the priest said. “My name is Father Anthony Ricci. Please do tell, is 


this the place from the Sherlock story about a “dog in the night time?’” 
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“Reg gave the Father a smile, he knew Victor loved playing dress-up and probably 
wished he’d chosen a more extroverted career. Keeping up the act Reg gave Victor the second 
part of the coded greeting. 

“No Father, the story with the dog was published in 1892 under the title, ‘Silver Blaze.’ 
The two that mentioned the falls were, ‘The Final Problem’ and ‘The Empty House.’” 

“So it is!” agreed Victor. “How are you keeping old friend?” 

“Very well Father, perhaps you'd like to follow me further up the foot path toward the 
crest of the falls?” 

“Good idea, it looks like we’ll get more privacy further up,” Victor agreed as he dropped 
the act and proceeded along the path behind Reg. 

To their left, a few feet from the rough dirt path, a steep precipice fell directly into the 
gorge. The thunderous rumble of the water grew louder the closer they came to the head of the 
falls and the two men now experienced the gentle mist that hung in the air all around them. Reg 
stopped just off of the path in a leafy enclosure that provided privacy from sightseers, but gave 
the men a spectacular view of the gorge and whole river valley. 

“Sorry I couldn’t meet you in London old boy; it became just too hot to stay! For some 
reason the Mossad has been watching me for several months and it was all I could do to shake 
their tail.” Reg looked out over the fresh green vista ahead of them. 

“No matter, I got the information needed for the job and your instructions were very 
clear.” Victor casually studied Reg’s body language for any signs of a possible deception. 

“How did it go? Were there any problems with the job?” Reg asked, turning to face 
Victor. 

“No problems in San Marino. The priest’s body is so well hidden in the church’s 
catacombs that it will be years before they find it. No, it was in Italy where I had the close call.” 

“Do tell old boy, I’m all ears,” Reg urged, a look of genuine interest shining in his eyes. 

“Ttaly, at this moment, is swarming with security agents and police. I was followed onto 
the train at the Gare du Nord in Paris and had to dispatch an agent before the train arrived in 
Milan...” 


“So the D.G.S. man from France was your doing, eh?” 
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Victor nodded and continued his tale. “After the San Marino job, at Rimini railway 
station before the morning sun had even risen, I began to experience the strangest sense of deja 
vu. It felt like I was reliving a dream I’d had about a month ago which ended very badly. 
Fortunately for the Carabiniere who grabbed me by the shoulder - whom I almost tossed into the 
path of an incoming train - he apologized when he saw my collar. Embarrassed, he only briefly 
glanced at my passport and then allowed me to board the train for Switzerland. He was still 
shouting, ‘Mi scusi Padre,’ as the train rolled out of the station. I waved a blessing to him 
through the window of my compartment. So the gist of it is that ’m also being hunted and Italy’s 
off limits to me now. I wonder if this assignment has anything to do with our being pursued.” 

“Geeeez, you get all of the fun assignments. Oh, speaking of...” Ignoring Victor’s last 
remark, Reg reached into an inner pocket of his jacket and pulled out a Blackberry, hand-held 
computer, ““your next assignment is in here.” 

Taking the Blackberry from Reg, Victor hit a few keys and gasped, “Italy, didn’t I just say 
how dangerous it is for me there? And what’s this about Vatican City, you can’t be serious?” 
Victor flashed an annoyed look in Reg’s direction. 

“I’m afraid so Victor, it’s an important job and time is of the essence. You leave tonight 
at 20:00 hours by stealth helicopter. You'll love the ride and no one will ever know that you’re 
back in Italy. I wish I was coming with you but the Comanche only seats two persons, you and 
the pilot. We’ll get together again after your Vatican job.” 

“Who’s the target at the Vatican?” Victor’s feelings of disgust came through in the 
question. 

“The Cardinal Secretariat of State, the second most powerful man in the Vatican next to 
the Pope, who is probably up to his eyeballs in paperwork right now. He’s dealing with the 
logistics of World Youth Day celebrations which are coming up in Canada next month. We’ve 
confirmed that the Pope has already left the Vatican for the United States and that the security 
left behind should be spread pretty thin. The Blackberry has all the usual documents, maps, 
etcetera, as well as a number that you’ll use to recall the helicopter that’ll pick you up after the 
job and bring you back to Switzerland. If all goes to plan, you’ll be in and out without anyone 


ever knowing you were there.” 
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Victor decided to force Reg’s hand, hoping that he might give some clue as to what he 
was planning. 

“Reg, have you forgotten that it’s a breach of protocol to work an assignment in Vatican 
City?” 

“Tt seems they’ve made an exception here Victor. I haven’t got any idea why they would, 
but they have,” Reg responded without as much as a stutter. 

Smooth, thought Victor, Reg has grown up quickly; he’s probably more ruthless too. 
Victor decided to probe further, keeping an eye on Reg’s reactions. 

‘“‘What game are you playing Reg, who are you working for?” 

“What? What sort of question is that Victor? We’ve been hired by the Organization; you 
to be the hit-man and me your backup...” 

“The Old Man denies it’s an Organization job!” Victor said dismissively. “You know 
very well that he’d never sanction a hit on Vatican soil.” 

“You...you went to Zurich? You were supposed to come straight here! You disobeyed the 
instructions Victor!” Reg’s complexion grew crimson, the tension showing in his posture. Victor 
also noticed that Reg's right hand slipped behind his back. 

Anticipating Reg’s next actions, Victor began to move into his personal space, advancing 
left foot first. Grabbing Reg’s jacket he pulled the unsuspecting, younger man toward him while 
driving his right knee deep into Reg’s groin. The blow forced Reg to double over and drop the 
gun. Stepping back and pivoting on the ball of his foot, Victor then slammed his right elbow into 
the side of Reg’s face. With a final fluid motion Victor wrapped both his hands firmly around 
Reg’s right wrist. Wrenching the younger man’s arm as far as it would go, he elicited a loud 
‘pop’ as the arm became dislocated from the shoulder. Reg followed the twist of his injured arm, 
flipping to his right and onto the slimy grass precipice. 

Stunned and in agony, Reg could do nothing but follow the movement to the right while 
howling in pain. To his dismay, he found himself sliding down toward the edge of the gorge with 
no strength to halt his descent. The momentum of the throw had already taken Reg to the edge of 
the precipice and into the void below as Victor realized there was nothing he could do to stop his 


friend’s predicament. Reg’s faint cry disappeared into the rumble of the falls. 
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Picking up Reg’s automatic from the mossy ground, Victor slipped the gun into an inner 
pocket of this jacket and moved with a resigned silence back down the path toward his hotel in 
Meiringen. 

seskeakakeok 
Rolling up to the picturesque pasture land fifteen minutes before he was to take flight, Victor 
found juggling the Blackberry and the bicycle’s handlebars a bit tricky. The G.P.S. map display 
on the Blackberry brought him to a field that turned out to be about a half-an-hour’s ride outside 
of Meiringen. 

Victor pulled off of the secondary road and onto a dirt path that wound around the 
circumference of a pasture. He scanned the field for any sign of a helicopter. Surrounded by 
groves of trees that cast long shadows in the fading evening light, he could see no sigh of the 
aircraft. Guessing that one of the pools of deep shadow helped to conceal the helicopter, Victor 
decided to begin his search around the tree line of the pasture. 

Leaving the bicycle leaning against a tree and pocketing the Blackberry, it wasn’t long 
before Victor stumbled onto the helicopter, almost running face first into the dark olive green of 
the tail fin. Eleven feet high and six to seven feet wide not counting the rotor, its nose was the 
shape of a cut diamond and there was no sign of external weaponry; could it all be concealed? 
This was Victor’s first introduction to a Comanche RAH-66 and he was impressed. 

“Guten Abend Vater (Good evening Father). Darf ich Ihnen behilflich sein (May I help 
you)?” came a greeting from the tree-side of the helicopter. The pilot, American by his accent, 
looked no more than twenty-seven, athletic and about five-eight in height with a severe buzz cut 
and clean shaven. He wore the typical olive colored flight suit and held his helmet in his left hand 
while the right clutched a cigarette. 

Victor, who wore the clerical outfit from earlier in the day and exchanged the hiking 
breeches for black slacks, flashed a smile in the young man’s direction. 

“T speak English, if it would be easier for you. My name is Father Anthony Ricci. Are you 
giving rides to the Vatican?” 

“Sure am! So you’re the fellow I’m supposed to fly in on the QT.” A broad smile broke 
out on the pilot’s face, “I’m Gordon Chambers, at your service.” 


“How long do you think the flight will take and can you really get us into Vatican City?” 
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“Sneaking onto the Vatican property with this bird shouldn’t be a problem. The flight will 
take from two to two-and-a-half hours depending on the weather and if we’ve a head or a tail 
wind. I’ve logged our flight plan with Rome’s Fiumicino Airport, so they think we’ll be making 
our way there as a private jet. An hour-and-a-half into our trip we'll drop off of their radar and 
they’ll never know where we’ve gone. By the time they begin the search you’ve been dropped off 
and I’m out of there.” He stopped to take another puff of the cigarette, “Weather’s cleared up 
nicely since this morning, hasn’t it Father?” 

It didn’t take long to buckle Victor into the weapons officer’s seat and strap on his 
helmet. The young pilot then tested Victor’s communications and oxygen supply. Readying 
himself, the pilot lowered and locked the helicopter’s canopy and within a few minutes Victor 
heard the chopper’s rotors begin to turn. 

With a flick of the switch, the inside of Victor’s visor suddenly glowed with a ‘heads-up’ 
display. 

“What your seeing is the H.S.I. or horizontal situation indicator, that tells us where we’re 
pointed in relation to the ground,” the pilot said, his voice breaking into Victor’s thoughts 
through the helmet’s earphones. “And on your left you’ve got the speed, on the right the 
altimeter. At the bottom is the yaw or side to side motion, while at the top of the head’s-up you 
see the compass and G.P.S. coordinates. Hold onto your stomach Father!” 

As he said this, the helicopter leaped up from the ground at an amazing rate, faster than 
anything he’d ever experienced at any amusement park. The ground seemed to Victor to be 
receding faster than the sun could sink behind the horizon. 

“How fast are we rising and at what altitude will we be flying?” Victor asked. 

“Tl bring the climb up to 800 feet per minute and we’ll level off at about 8,500 feet; 
higher than 10,000 feet and we’ll need oxygen. The Furkapass, through which I’m flying, is just 
over 7,000 feet so we should have lots of clearance. Once we’ve crossed into Italy I'll bring her 
down to 5,000 feet. Our cruising speed will be 161 knots or about 192 miles an hour. How’s your 
stomach holding out Father?” 

“Fine thanks!” Victor replied, smiling grimly to himself as he remembered Reg’s remark 
about how fun the flight would be. Too bad about Reg - he’d been a good friend, someone Victor 


could rely on in a business where you never knew who to trust. 
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The night came quickly as they flew from Switzerland over the Alps into northern Italy. 
Once on Italy’s west coast, the chopper turned south to fly along the eastern edge of the Ligurian 
Sea. Victor could clearly see the difference between the scattered, bobbing lights of the sea going 
vessels on his right and the steady, land-based lights of homesteads and villages on his left. 

Unexpectedly, Victor felt the helicopter’s forward motion translate downwards. The 
shoreline seemed to rush up to meet them. 

“Here’s where we disappear Father! I’m switching over to the night vision pilotage 
system. I’m also turning on the radar jamming equipment to ensure complete stealth. Just below 
us is the small town of Tarquinia, where we’re turning inland to make our approach to Vatican 
City.” 

“How close to the ground do you intend to go?” 

“T’ll be flying no higher than 75 feet, Father,” the pilot said. 

At this low altitude Victor could clearly see the roads, farm fields and buildings zip by 
below, while the greenish glow of his night vision system gave everything an '‘other-worldly' 
appearance. Now over open land, the pilot flew the chopper even closer to the ground; Victor 
guessed they weren’t more than twenty feet in the air. The aircraft rose and fell, moving from 
side to side, undulating over the contours of the land based features - he felt as though they were 
locked onto the rails of an imaginary roller coaster. 

“We’re flying what you pilots call ‘nap-of-the-earth,’ is that right?” 

“That’s right Father, you’ve done your homework!” 

Victor could hear the elation in the pilot’s voice; he was having the time of his life, 
Victor thought. Glancing at his watch, Victor noticed that it was just 10 o’clock. The stars in the 
night sky twinkled in the clear heavens overhead as the landscape flew past in the greenish, 
ethereal blur. Victor realized he’d guessed correctly about the overland route they were flying 
when the land gave way to a large expanse of water not fifteen feet below them. 

“That’s Lake Bracciano,” the pilot confirmed, as if reading Victor’s thoughts. “We'll be 
at the Vatican in another few minutes. It’s been a pleasure flying with you Father.” 

“The pleasure was all mine young man. You’ve been a most congenial host.” 


oh 2 2 


Vatican City, Rome, same time. 
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While Janet, Sarah and the two men of the Kidon team scrambled to pack up their office before 
the next day’s noon deadline, an urgent burst of radio traffic came out of the Vatican’s security 
office next door. Ever curious, the two Mossad agents decided to poke their heads into the office 
and find out what the commotion was. 

“Radar installations all around Rome and the surrounding countryside are down. The 
airports have had to tell the incoming flights to stay in a holding pattern until further notice and 
all out going flights have been canceled for now. The Aeronautica Militare has scrambled a team 
of Panavia Tornados to try to find the source of the interference. Police and military ground 
forces are also combing the streets, looking for the potential problem.” 

“How long has the radar been down?” Sarah asked. 

“For almost an hour now. The authorities are beginning to worry,” the security officer 
replied. 

“Anything else affected?” 

“Nothing at the...” As he began to speak the bank of video monitors in front of him, 
showing all areas of Vatican City, turned to snow. The radio receivers behind him dissolved into 
white noise. “Oh merda!” the guard shouted as he pushed past Janet and Sarah, racing down the 
hall to his supervisor’s office. 

“Let’s get our team out to the administration building to see Cardinal Richter,” Janet 
suggested to Sarah. “I know that meeting with him again is not the most pleasant of ideas, but 
with this latest development we might get an extension at the Vatican allowing us to finish our 
investigations.” 

“Okay, if you think it’s really necessary,” Sarah grudgingly agreed, while stifling her 
feelings of misgivings. 

seats ako 
Ahu sat on a small stone bench and had a good cry, oblivious to the beauty of the Vatican 
Gardens at night. She'd had no luck in obtaining an interview with Cardinal Richter after three 
days of attempts; she felt, her name had become anathema at the Vatican. Now ten-thirty on a 
Tuesday evening, Ahu slipped into the Vatican gardens to have some privacy. She tried to settle 
her rattled nerves and formulate a new plan of action now that her last chance of gaining an 


audience with the Cardinal had slipped away. Unfortunately the only things that came easily were 
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tears, three pent-up years worth of them shed for Fehime and every other emotional tragedy that 
had followed her friend’s death. The mask of a stoic crusader had slipped off to reveal how 
emotionally raw she felt inside herself. 

Cardinal Richter, meanwhile, was working another late night. He decided to have a brief 
stroll around the Vatican gardens to invigorate himself before a renewed attack on the pile of 
paperwork that cluttered his desktop. Entering through the Courtyard of the First Martyrs, he 
walked up the main path. Dotting it at intervals, amber pools shed their glow from ornate light 
standards along the path’s border. Striding quietly onward, he noticed the night air filled with the 
sounds of sirens, aircraft and...and crying! All Rome seemed to be in chaos this night, he 
reflected, I wonder what our good Lord has planned? 

“Cardinal Richter? Is that you Prime Minister?” Victor, amazed at his good luck, had 
never stumbled on a target as easily as he did tonight. 

“Yes? Who is there?” Richter demanded. Upset to find his peace interrupted, Cardinal 
Richter now wished that he'd not slipped out without his usual security escort. 

Victor stepped from the shadows into a pool of light shed by one of the path’s lamps; his 
facial features thrown into sharp contrast to the surrounding darkness. Richter moved in for a 
closer look. 

“Oh Father, I’m sorry, you startled me. Please excuse my abruptness. What is your 
name?” 

“Father Anthony Ricci, Prime Minister, it is a distinct pleasure to meet you.” Victor held 
out his hand and the Cardinal grasped it firmly. 

“Tt’s rather late to be walking in the gardens, don’t you think Father?” Richter asked. 

“T’m a night owl, Prime Minister. ve always had trouble sleeping.” 

Ahu, who’d chosen one of the garden alcoves in which to sit, overheard the two men’s 
conversation taking place on the other side of the high privet hedge. The voice of Father Ricci 
sounded so familiar - where had she heard it before? Moving stealthily, she soon found a thin 
place in the hedge affording a clear yet discreet view of the path where the two men stood. What 


she saw next startled her. 


12 


“Just so, I’ve heard that these particular liturgical studies are very good Father Ricci and 
Father Vanier is an able teacher. But now I won’t hold you up any further Father.” Richter was 
about to leave when Victor grabbed the Cardinal by the arm, dropping his pretense as a priest. 

“Not so fast Prime Minister!” Victor’s tone grew cold, menacing. “Do you have any idea 
why someone would want you dead?” 

Shocked, Richter went on the attack, “What in the name of God are taking about Father?” 

“T’ve been sent to kill you Cardinal, and I’d like to know why. Who did you upset enough 
to have them want you assassinated?” 

Ahu’s blood went cold. The face, the voice, it was James Glasgow - the man she loved! 
What could he mean by saying he’d come to kill the Cardinal? Frozen to her spot on the opposite 
side of the hedge, all she could do was watch this bizarre exchange unfold. 

“T don’t know what you are talking about,” Richter snapped. “I’m going to have you 
arrested.” Trying to turn away again, Richter felt Victor’s powerful grip pull him back, bringing 
him face-to-face with Victor’s Glock automatic. 

As fear gripped Richter, his knees turned to jelly. “So...so it’s not the Pope...” he 
stammered. 

“What’s not the Pope? What are you talking about Richter?” 

“The contract was not for the Pope’s life, it was for mine!” Richter’s eyes met Victor’s; 
they seemed to be pleading with Victor for mercy. 

“Tell me again Cardinal, why would someone want you dead?” 

“T don’t... don’t know...” 

Victor noticed the lack of sincerity in the Cardinal’s voice but before he could begin to 
play rough with the man a shout came from the entrance to the Vatican Gardens. 

“Hold it, put down your weapon Mr. Glasgow!” The Mossad assassin, taking an educated 
guess in using Victor’s alias, pointed the 22 caliber Beretta in Victor’s direction. 

Hearing this use of his alias, Victor instinctively shifted his position to just behind the 
Cardinal, whose back was to the Mossad agent. 

The Mossad assassin saw a brief opportunity at a clear shot and took it, unleashing a 


slew of bullets from his Beretta. The opportunity had been too brief, however, and he ended up 
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hitting in the Cardinal, not Victor. As the Cardinal slumped forward, Victor used his body as a 
shield and returned fire, landed a direct hit on the assassin and killing him instantly. 

Ahu heard the name Glasgow, then the shots rang out and she saw the Cardinal crumple 
to the ground while James fired back at the unseen shooter. She almost cried out in horror. To see 
James firing a weapon had shattered every precious ideal she’d built up about him since their 
time together. Now emotionally spent and physically paralyzed with fear, Ahu slipped to a sitting 
position on the ground while Death paid a visit to the men on the opposite side of the hedge. 

The quiet had returned to the Vatican’s garden and two men lay prostrate on the ground, 
while Victor remained kneeling beside the Cardinal’s body surveying the carnage. Still barely 
alive, the Cardinal beckoned Victor to come closer. Leaning over the priest’s mouth while still 
gripping his gun, Victor listened to the man’s last confession. 

“The...the secret...cough, cough...” Richter gurgled, blood trickled from his mouth. 

“What secret?” Victor asked. 

“The secret lies...cough...lies beneath a Casa...cough...a Casa in Toronto...haaaaaaa.” 
Richter’s eyes glazed over and his head rolled sideways as his breath left his body. 

“Toronto? Toronto, Canada? Damn you Richter!” 

Victor heard the shout of a woman’s voice cry ‘no,' then felt an explosion inside his head. 
There was a period of blinding light and a pain like the feeling of a white hot poker being driven 
through the right side of his temple. Finally, unconsciousness swept Victor up into its dark, 
anesthetized embrace and his body fell limply over Richter’s. 

Ahu, too afraid to look at the growing bloodshed on the other side of the hedge, had heard 
everything. This would be a night she'd never forget. 

Coming from the direction of the Vatican administration building, Janet, Sarah and the 
other Mossad assassin had heard the shots fired in the Vatican Gardens. They saw their Mossad 
man dead on the path. Janet then cried out as the remaining assassin took aim and fired at Victor; 
she’d only managed to jog the assassin’s arm, throwing his shot off course. As Victor’s body lay 
atop the dead Cardinal, Janet turned to the remaining Mossad assassin. 

“You fool,” Janet cried, “he’s no good to us dead! I just hope to God you didn’t kill him.” 

Janet ordered the Kidon agent to grab Victor and place him in the back seat of their car. 


Meanwhile she and Sarah struggled to lift the body of the dead Mossad assassin into the trunk of 
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the vehicle. The three then got in, drove out of Vatican City and disappeared into the heart of 
Rome. 

Ahu, sobbing quietly, remained alone with the corpse of Cardinal Richter. Privy to all that 
had gone on and noticed by no one, she remained on the ground, knees tucked under her chin, 


rocking gently back and forth while melancholy remained her only companion. 
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CHAPTER TEN 


“O, what a tangled web we weave, 
When first we practice to deceive!” 


Sir Walter Scott 
Maine’s Atlantic coast, USA. October. 
Maine’s forests still retained much of their fall camouflage. Rich burgundy, blazing scarlet and 
amber hues tenaciously clung to the highest branches, despite an early Arctic clipper that carved 
its frigid path to the Atlantic. The air; sharp, clean, with the aroma of freshly shaved ice sank 
earthward, mingling with the dank, pungent decay of the forest floor. 

Amid mottled sun and the wild rush of wind in the trees overhead, could be heard the 
swish of boots through the forest's fallen leaves. The guard’s automatic rifle swung gently on his 
left shoulder while his German shepherd padded beside him on his right - mouth agape, tongue 
lolling to the side. Their breath puffed out at regular intervals as they made their tour of the sixty- 
acre, private preserve on the southeastern coast of Penobscot Bay. 

Approaching a gate house, the guard let out a coded whistle. 

“Fiiti-feeee-fuuuu. Fiiii-feeee-fuuuu.” 

A head appeared at the doorway of the gate-house, looked around, caught sight of his 
buddy and said, “Aaron, ma shlomkha (How are you)?” 


° 


“Tov, toda (I’m well, thank you) Jimmy,” the perimeter guard replied in a thick 
Mediterranean accent. “Toby and I will miss walking these grounds. Too bad the Mossad can’t 
find another use for this property after November’s up.” 

Aaron unclipped Toby who’d been tugging at his leash and the dog ran to greet the gate- 
house guard. 

“Good dog, Toby. You’re a good dog. So it’s official then Aaron? We’re packing up in a 
month’s time?” Jimmy straightened up while the dog returned to Aaron’s side. 

“Yup, it’s too bad; I was just beginning to really like America.” 

Both men turned toward the gate-house as a vehicle approached and stopped at the closed 
gate. 


“He’s right on time. Got to go Aaron, I'll see you in the canteen at supper time. Hope the 


rest of your shift’s quiet.” 
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“Shalom (Hello) Misha, nice ambulance you got there.” 

“Yup Jimmy, brand new. That must be some pretty important patient down there to get 
such a nice ambulance.” Misha handed Jimmy some documents on a clipboard. 

“When do you suppose they’re going to move him? Aaron tells me they’re closing this 
place end of November,” Jimmy asked while leafing through the paperwork, then handing Misha 
back his clipboard. 

“That right?” Misha looked surprised, “First ’ve heard of it. We’re going back to Israel 
then, or have they found us another job?” 

“Don’t know, I guess we’ll just have to wait and see. Likely when they move this guy 
we'll find out.” Jimmy reached in through the open window of the gate-house, pressed a button 
and the gate opened allowing Misha to pass. 

seakeskokeok 
Following the gravel road through a heavily forested section of the preserve, Misha took the 
ambulance to within earshot of the Atlantic Ocean as the forest gave way to a secluded clearing. 
This field, partially open to the Atlantic, held three temporary buildings connected in a broad ‘U’ 
shape. Further away, closer to the shoreline, two more temporary buildings provided a barracks 
and canteen for the guards. 

Misha backed the ambulance up to the ‘U’ connected buildings, parked it, then got out to 
drop off the keys and documents inside the building. 

seskeakokeok 
“Dr. Richards to the OR STAT. Dr. Richards to the OR STAT.” 
Dr. Richards pushed past the meeting rooms in the east building, past the security desk in the 
central building and into the only hospital room in the west building. He glanced briefly at his 
patient, then to the monitors beside the patient’s bed. 

“Nurse, have you continued with the 0.3 mg of flumazenil?” he asked without looking up 
from the monitors. 

“Yes doctor,” she responded, “and he’s shown some symptoms of barbiturate withdrawal. 
We’ve had to add some padding and strap his wrists to the bed rails due to his severe thrashing.” 


“Porter to ER, Porter to ER. Dr. Eisen call 6133, Dr. Eisen call 6133.” 
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“He seems to be responding well to the flumazenil, so let’s increase the dosage to 0.4 mg. 
Continue to use the slow dose titration, which should help to weaken the withdrawal symptoms.” 
The doctor ran his hand through his thinning gray hair as he continued to study the patient’s 
charts. 

“His heart rate is almost back to normal, blood pressure and reflexes are looking good. 
How long has he been breathing without the tube now nurse?” 

“Three days, doctor, around the time we put in the NG-tube to do the feeding.” The nurse 
silently moved to the patient’s bedside and began to tuck in some unruly sheets. 

“Dr. Jean, you’re needed in X-ray. Dr. Jean to X-ray.” 
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“Well, it shouldn’t be long now before our boy opens his eyes...” “Doctor,” the nurse 
interrupted, “the patient is coming to! His eyelids are fluttering.” 

The patient gave a great heave at his straps, trying to pull away from the rails. 

“He’s trying to raise himself, doctor. I think he’s going to vomit.” 

The doctor quickly untied the patient’s right wrist strap and the patient rolled onto his left 
side, vomiting into bowl that the nurse had just managed to place under his chin. A second nurse 
had quietly slipped into the room relieving the doctor. 

“Be sure to keep him on his side and see that the NG-tube doesn’t interfere with his 
ability to vomit. If you have to, remove it; we can always reinsert it later.” 

As the doctor left the room the patient rolled onto his back, looking with blurry eyed 
confusion at the world around him. The nurse, having wiped his face, had just managed to 
remove the feeding tube when he rolled again to his left and spewed up a fountain. 

seakeskokeok 
“Okay...so remind me again why you’ve set up this elaborate hoax for just one man?” Dr. Israel 
Cohen’s sincere blue eyes looked from one lady to the other. Standing there, hands in pockets, he 
was a man in his early fifties, receding black hair and medium build. His demeanor was that of a 
no-nonsense school teacher, fair but strict. 

“J mean what makes you think you aren’t barking up the wrong tree with this one?” 
Cohen persisted. 

“Look Izzi,” Janet answered, “Sarah and I both saw him bending over the body of that 


priest; bending closely over him, as if he was listening to the priest’s final confession. Richter 
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must have said something about the whereabouts of those tablets.” She and Sarah sat at a tiny 
table in one of the small meeting rooms while Dr. Cohen remained standing. 

“Besides Israel, if he doesn’t know anything, then we’re back at square one anyway. 
Shouldn’t we at least try to follow up this last lead?” Sarah interjected. “Richter was killed 
before we could finish our investigations so the secret of their location dies with him if our hunch 
is wrong.” 

“You’re right of course, ladies; ‘leave no stone unturned’ so to speak,” Cohen concurred. 
“We’re still hunting for the other hit-man. He’s believed to still be in Switzerland but no one’s 
been able to find him yet. I just wish I knew the source of that contract on the Cardinal. Maybe 
you two could ask your patient who he’s working for.” 

“T doubt it,” Janet replied, ““you know as well as I do that these guys are lone operators 
and aren’t usually privy to who hires them.” 

“One thing that’s been bothering me Israel, how did your people know about this find at 
Sagalassos before the rest of the world did?” 

Dr. Cohen smiled, “Sorry ladies, I’ve got to keep some secrets of the trade. However, Pll 
make a deal with you ladies. When this is all over you buy the drinks and I'll spill my story, from 
start to finish. Is that a deal?” 

“Tt’s a deal!” both ladies replied in unison just as Dr. Richards walked into the room. 

In his sixties, thinning gray hair slicked back from a handsome yet brooding face, he 
dominated the room with his six-foot-four presence. 

“Ladies, after three plus months your patient has returned to consciousness,” he declared 
in an understated way. 

“Great, when can we see him?” Janet asked jumping to her feet. 

“Not so fast Janet.” The doctor held up his hand, “He’s suffering from nausea, dizziness 
and rather consistent withdrawal symptoms from the Pentobarbital that was used to induce his 
coma, memory loss and likely very blurred vision. It’Il be at least a week before he can have 
company. I’m also increasing the dosage of flumazenil to keep him from slipping back into a 
coma and help weaken the withdrawal symptoms.” 

Sarah, noticing Dr. Richards glance in Dr. Cohen’s direction, realized the two men had 


never met. 
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“T’m sorry Jason,” she interrupted, “Dr. Jason Richards this is Dr. Israel Cohen, just 
arrived from our Italian desk. Israel, Jason is on loan to us from the Elga at Langley.” 

“CIA...it’s nice to meet you Dr. Richards.” Cohen gave a firm shake of the man’s hand. 

“The feeling’s mutual doctor. What was your specialty?” 

“Please, call me Israel. I’ve a doctorate in Clinical Psychology and Forensic 
Anthropology.” 

“Then call me Jason. Aren’t you a bit over qualified for the Mossad, Israel?” 

“Oh, you’d be amazed how often I’ve had this training come in handy.” 

The niceties over, Jason Richards conversation turned again to the patient. 

“Your patient is remarkably resilient,” he began, “he’s healed faster than expected. The 
last of his brain’s swelling went away almost two weeks ago. His vital signs are moving firmly 
back to normal. He’s been off his breathing tube for almost a week and now that he’s conscious 
we can consider starting him on a sensory stimulation program...” 

“Sensory stimulation Jason?” Janet asked. 

“Yes, sensory stimulation. By combining continuous sensory stimulation of all senses 
with physiotherapy, we help to accelerate the improvement of the patient’s attention, endurance 
and responsivity. With the way he’s healing I don’t think it would take more than a month to 
have him back on his feet. We’ll then continue with the physiotherapy once he’s sent home for as 
long as it’s needed.” 

“Jason, you mentioned that he’d be suffering from memory loss? How severe is it and 
could we keep him in a state of amnesia indefinitely? We’d like to try to bring the memories 
back in stages if it’s possible,” Janet asked. 

“Ah yes, I'd heard you didn’t want him fully aware of his past at first. Memories are 
tricky things and there is no predicting which ones can be brought back before others. Having 
said that, you can keep him an amnesiac until you choose otherwise. Just give me a moment.” He 
turned and left the room, returning within minutes. 

Dropping some paperwork on the table in front of the ladies he continued, “There is an 
experimental drug we have called PropX. A mixture of the drugs Propranolol and XoQo2, it 
blocks out both the explicit or conscious and implicit or unconscious memories of a person. Our 


only problem is with what we call emotional memories, those memories created by some highly 
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traumatic episode, good or bad. These memories are unpredictable and seem to be unaffected by 
the drug.” 

“‘What’s the dosage necessary to keep the patient an amnesiac, Jason?” Sarah asked. 

“900 mg should do the trick. Lowering the dosage will gradually bring the memory back 
to the person. We have the drug in pill form and each pill is 300 mgs. Again, be aware that this 
drug will not stop the emotional memories from coming through, and by their very nature they’re 
usually more meaningful to the patient.” 

“Last question if we may, Jason?” Janet pressed, “Just how close did the bullet get to his 
brain?” 

“The right lobe was grazed, causing severe swelling and blood loss, however it would 
have been worse had some factors not come into play. The small caliber and low velocity of the 
bullet and a lucky incident that we in the medical community call ‘brain shift’ saved him from 
death. A fraction more to the left would have put the bullet into his brain.” 

Since no one in the room had any more questions, he excused himself to attend to the 
patient. 

seakeakakeok 
Ankara, Turkey, same time. 
“T’m sorry Kerim; I still can’t talk about what happened on that night in Vatican City.” Ahu 
leaned back in her chair with a sigh searching the kind face of her old friend. Her eyes made a 
silent appeal to him for understanding, for patience. “I still can’t quite understand everything that 
I witnessed...” 

“But don’t you think that with the help of clearer minds, that you might be able to come 
to grips with what’s troubling you? You haven’t been the same since you returned from Italy, 
Ahu. You’re not as self-assured, not as happy.” Kerim reached out, hoping she would take his 
hand and she didn't disappoint him. 

Giving the hand a friendly squeeze she asked him, “More tea Kerim? Let’s change the 
subject. Isn’t it wonderful of Jack to offer me his guest room while I’m in Toronto for my book 
signing?” 

“Yes, he and his wife are fine hosts. Likely you’ll get a tour of the University of Toronto 


while you’re there too; he’s so proud of that school.” 
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“As he should be Kerim, if it weren’t for him and his connections at the university I 
probably wouldn’t have been published in North America at all.” 

“Speaking of which, how many copies of “Archaeological Treasures of Turkey’ are they 
printing for the North American market?” Kerim asked. 

“100,000 copies in an initial printing with the option for more if sales are good. They’re 
hoping that the book signings, television and radio appearances coupled with the last three years 
of this tablet affair will help sell my book.” 

“T see no reason why it shouldn’t,” Kerim agreed. “And how long will you be away?” 

“Approximately one month. The last two weeks in November I’1l be in the United States 
and the first few weeks in December I’m in Canada.” Ahu frowned, pausing, then said, “I hate to 
leave Mert again but serendipity seems to have played a starring role in my life this year. First the 
conference and now my book’s publication.” 

“Mert is a good boy, he’ll understand. Besides, we'll have a good time while you’re 
away...” 

“Eje (Mother), are you going away again?” Mert asked. 

Appearing at the doorway to the kitchen Mert was now twelve, with curly brown hair, 
bright hazel eyes and a lanky frame; he was growing to be a very handsome young man, Ahu 
thought. 

“Yes Mert, I’m sorry but I must. Emre and Uncle Kerim will look after you for the month 
that I’m gone.” 

“Will you promise to come back happy this time eje?” 

“Why Mert, what makes you think I’m not happy?” Ahu asked. 

“If you’re not sad, then why do you cry late at night, eje? You didn’t do that before you 
went on your trip to London.” 

Kerim and Ahu looked at one another, amazed at the youth’s perceptiveness. Turning 
back to the youngster, she pulled him to where she sat. She laid her head on his chest, heard the 
beat of his heart and felt the warmth of his awkward embrace. She knew that the trip to Toronto 
was to be more than just a promotional tour for her book. She had to discover the meaning 
behind the message that Richter gave to James Glasgow that night in the Vatican Gardens. She 


hoped that by the end of this trip she’d never be this sad again. 
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“Nurse to the OR. Nurse to the OR.” 

“He’s made a remarkable recovery in the last week that he’s been conscious,” Dr. Richards told 
the small group congregating outside the entrance to the only patient room in the west building. 
“And, I’ve begun to introduce the PropX into his system to maintain his amnesia.” 

“How long before I can bring him home with me Jason?” Janet asked. 

“Well, with the sensory stimulation being so successful, I'll introduce more vigorous 
physiotherapy next week. As you know, Sarah will pose as his physiotherapist. If he reacts as 
favorably to the physiotherapy as he’s done with everything else, I don’t see any reason why he 
can’t go home by mid November.” 

“Porter to Maternity. Porter to Maternity.” 

“Well that’s great news! Now, while you ladies go in to say ‘hello’ to the patient, P’Il just 
stay out here and watch through the window. Janet, are you ready to meet your husband?” asked 
Israel Cohen. 

“Don’t worry Izzi; Pve studied our back story. Without further delay let’s get these 
nuptials over with,” Janet said turning toward the room. 

“Dr. Eisen phone 6045. Dr. Eisen phone 6045. Security to reception. Security to reception.” 

“Okay ladies, I'll go in and prepare him for the visit. Janet you follow when I wave and 
Sarah, come in about five minutes after Janet, got that?” Both ladies nodded as the doctor pushed 
open the door to the room. 

sess 
“Porter to Maternity. Porter to Maternity.” 
Still unused to the brightness of the room, I lay here groggily squinting at everything around me. 
What hospital am I in? What happened to me? Most importantly...who am I? 

It feels like forever that ve been in this bed. With nurses flitting around like butterflies 
adjusting this, emptying that, poking me with needles, tubes and thermometers. The doctor’s 
friendly enough, though I’ve not been able to get a really clear picture of what he looks like - 
damn these eyes! My hearing’s okay, what with the monitors' clicking, whirring and beeping all 


around me. Thank God too that the nausea has died down; my throat feels as if ?ve swallowed 
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broken glass. I’m still weak, but whatever they’re doing to me is certainly working; I feel a hell 
of a lot better than when I first came too, that is for sure! 
“Dr. Eisen phone 6045. Dr. Eisen phone 6045. Security to reception. Security to reception.” 

“Mr. Applegate, you’re awake. Good morning to you. How do you feel today?” Dr. 
Richards asked. 

“Good morning doctor...”” My voice comes out in a hoarse croak, it still hurts to talk. “I’m 
fine, I think. Nausea’s gone, no cramping but I still feel weak.” 

“Not to worry Mr. Applegate, youll be meeting your physiotherapist today and she’ll 
have you up and running in no time. Meanwhile, I’ve got a surprise visitor for you.” 

“Mr. Simpson call switchboard. Mr. Simpson please call switchboard.” 

Noticing the doctor wave, I didn’t expect what looked, to my clouded vision, to be a 
pretty, young brunette walk through the door. Most noticeable about her as she came up to my 
bedside were her eyes, they had a shine to them that kept me staring at her face. 

“Paul, oh dear God, I’ve been so worried about you!” 

She placed a warm, moist hand on mine; I felt like ice and her heat was a blessing to me. 
I didn’t recognize her, yet how did she know me? Paul, that name didn’t register with me either, 
but then again I guess my head is still in a medicated muddle. 

“Hi, who are you?” I ask her, no sense beating around the bush. I needed to start 
remembering things. 

“T’m your wife, silly.” She gave me a brilliant smile. “The doctor tells me you’ve healed 
very quickly despite that horrible accident.” 

“An accident, is that what put me here?” I drew another blank, “How bad was it? I can’t 
remember a thing about it.” 

As an answer she pulled out some photos and held them up to me, sliding her body closer 
to mine as she sat on the edge of my bed. Her perfume was a bit strong and it seemed vaguely 
familiar; I feel that’s a good sign. 

“Sorry,” I tell her, “my eyes have trouble focusing. Everything’s a blur, so you’ll just 
have to describe the accident to me. But start first by telling me your name.” It really hurt to 


speak so I was gradually fading to a whisper. 
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“My name’s Janet, Janet Applegate, your wife you silly.” She put the pictures back into 
her purse. “You had a very bad car accident. Your head injuries were the worst of a host of 
damage your body sustained, we’re lucky to still have you with us.” 

“T don’t remember any car accident...I’'m sorry. I don’t even remember being married. I 
must have really hit my head. All I remember is this hospital room, but I don’t even know how 
long I’ve been here.” I gasp as the pain in my throat increases. “Janet, may I have some water?” 

“Sure honey, here you are.” She gently tilts the water into my mouth. The warmth of her 
hand on my cheek and the coolness of the water going down my throat put me into a mild 
ecstasy. 

“Honey,” she says, placing the glass back onto the bedside table, “you’ve been in a coma 
for three months. You’ve only just regained consciousness. Don’t get angry with yourself for not 
remembering everything, that’s why I’m here, to help you. We’ll work on getting you back to 
your old self again, I promise.” Her dark eyes filled with tears again and she turns away to wipe 
them. 

“Housekeeping to Maternity. Housekeeping to Maternity.” 

“Wow, it must have been some accident...I guess I’m lucky to be alive. How long before I 
can go home, wherever that is?” I whispered. My throat couldn’t take anymore speaking. 

“The doctor tells me that depending on how you respond to the physiotherapy, you can go 
home by the end of November. Speaking of physiotherapy, here’s your personal physiotherapist, 
Ms. Sarah Jenkins.” Janet waved an arm behind her and I notice for the first time another very 
pretty, olive skinned young lady with dark, curly hair. 

“Hello Mr. Applegate, it’s nice to see you so well.” She said this in a rich accent from a 
country I couldn’t quite place. 

“Mind if I ask you a few questions Mr. Applegate? It’s just to test your memory,” the 
doctor asks. “I know that you’re throat’s sore, so a whispered answer will be enough.” 

“Okay doctor, Pll do my best...” 

“‘Who’s the President of the United States of America?” 

I thought, despite being tired I really tried but nothing came to mind. “Sorry doctor, I 
don’t know...” 


“No matter, do you remember how old you are?” he persists. 
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Again nothing came to mind. I shook my head discouraged. 

“Tt’s all right; all should come back in time. Well ladies,” announces the doctor, “I think 
that our patient needs his rest. Mr. Applegate, we’ll see you again tomorrow. Now try to get some 
sleep.” 

As he said this I catch sight of the nurse out of the corner of my eye. She seems to be 
fiddling with my LV. and as the voices of my visitors fade from the room I feel me eyelids 
become increasingly heavy. Unable to keep my eyes open, I succumb to the feeling and fade into 
a deep sleep. 

seateskakeok 
“Nicely done sister!” Sarah patted Janet on the back, “I couldn’t have done a better job at acting 
the concerned wife if I my life depended upon it. Are you sure you aren’t actually in love with 
him or something, you sounded really convincing?” she joked as the two walked with the doctor 
to the east building. 

Janet flashed her friend a mock look of disgust, then broke out laughing as she thought of 
the strangeness of her situation. 

“Do you realize Sarah,” she said, “I’ve lived next to this guy for almost six months and 
never once got close enough to him to get into his pants. Now I’ve got to be convincing enough 
to play his wife!” 

“Well sister, maybe all of that pent-up sexual frustration he’s built up in you will help you 
with the role,” Sarah teased. “Who knows, maybe we’ll give you an Oscar if you get him to 
confess the secret we both hope that he’s holding.” 

Both broke out laughing as they pushed into one of the tiny meeting rooms of the east 
building. 

seskeakokeok 
Once more I find myself laying flat on my back, body strapped to something...a stretcher maybe? 
My movement severely restricted, I’m staring straight up at a plain, white steel ceiling. I manage 
to glance at my feet - two metal doors, an opaque sheet over the windows in these doors shows a 
serpent entwined with a staff. The hum of an engine and vibration tells me I’m moving. My 
guess is that I’m in an ambulance, which makes me quite pleased since it tells me that my 


memory hasn’t completely disappeared. 
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I feel her hand in mine, her attention elsewhere while she looks toward the front of the 
ambulance. My hand inadvertently shakes. She notices... 

“You’re awake...” she says; her lips pursing into a frown. 

“Sorry,” I replied weakly. 

“No...Paul, don’t misunderstand me. It’s just I was hoping you’d wake up in your own 
bed. I thought it’d be a nice surprise.” 

“Sorry...” I repeat. It would be a nicer surprise if I could remember my own bed, I think to 
myself. 

“What were you dreaming about? You mumbled something about a Casa,” she asks. 

“Really? That’s odd.” I feel my voice growing weak again. “I don’t remember dreaming.” 

It isn’t much longer before the vehicle stops, the doors open and I have to close my eyes 
to block out the brightness of the sunshine. As the attendants roll me to my home, my eyes still 
shut tight, I can feel, can taste the cold, salty air. 

seakeakakeok 
The weeks have passed fairly quickly, the days growing shorter in the bargain. I’m finding my 
strength coming back to me thanks to my physio-person Sarah. Walking with only a cane and a 
slight limp, I tour this family home of mine desperate to remember something - anything to 
justify my past existence here; nothing comes to mind. 

This house is nice. A mixture of antiques and country modern, not my taste though I 
don’t know why. The view from the windows of this place is breath-taking. Big picture windows 
in the den look southeast, onto Penobscot bay and to the Atlantic ocean beyond. As nature shuts 
down for the winter, I find that it’s left behind a landscape of cold, cruel beauty. 

I walked the perimeter of my property the other day and noticed that the house was a 
clapboard two-story in an American colonial style. Why would I know this and not recognize it 
as my home? Coming back from the daydream, I notice out of the big picture window that a car 
is pulling up to the front door. Sarah pops out; it’s time for another physiotherapy session. 

Pulling open the front door I allow her to enter. She beams a bright smile in my direction. 

“Hi Paul - good, you’re moving around I see. Pretty soon you won’t need the cane.” She 
says this in her usual perky manner. She and my wife have been so gregarious that it makes me 


wonder if they’re on medication too. 
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“Hello Sarah, nice car,” I say, “I hadn’t noticed it before. A Corvette Z06, isn’t it?” 

“Why yes Paul, that’s wonderful.” 

“Yea, it’s a really nice car,” I continue, stats flooding to mind, “with 505 horsepower, 427 
cubic-inches, V8 engine with 475 Ibs/ft of torque and fast enough to get you a ticket on the 
Autobahn. And you’ve also got all of the frills I see, leather seats, aluminum rims, high 
performance tires and a nice shade of racing green...” 

“My, my Paul, it looks as if your memory is coming back.” Sarah flashes a pleased grin in 
my direction. 

“Yup, very nice, but for the life of me I can’t figure out why I know or even care to know 
about your car.” 

“Just wait ‘til I let you drive it Paul,” Sarah says putting her arm around me, “then you’ll 
know why. Now, let’s get you set up for some physio exercises.” 

seskeakokeok 
With Janet’s blessing I’ve been handling my medication myself for the past week; three 300 mg 
tablets per day of something with an unpronounceable name that, to me, seems to have 
indefinable benefits. I haven’t had the heart to tell her that I’ve dropped the daily dosage. 

At first it was an accident. One tablet dropped into the bathroom sink’s drain and I felt it 
wasn’t worth getting another tablet to fill the deficiency, so I just took the other two. The next 
few days I just kept dropping one tablet down the drain and taking the other two; I knew Janet 
was counting the pills left in the container. Not feeling any worse for taking the smaller dosage, I 
decided to cut it down by one again, taking only one pill and dropping the other two into the 
drain. The only side affects so far are the vivid dreams at night, and pieces of memories flooding 
back during the day. 

“Paul, where are you?” Janet’s voice comes from another part of the house. 

“In here hon.” I hurriedly take the one pill and drop the other two in the drain. 

“There you are big man!” She stands in the doorway, clad only in her bikini underwear. 
“Since you’re so far along the road to recovery I thought we could work on a few new 
memories...” 


She moves closer to me, wrapping her arms around my pajama clad body. 
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“Does this bring back any memories for you?” She says this while deftly unfastening her 
bra and letting it slip to the floor. 

Her breasts, pressing against my arm, are warm and her breath in my ear - soft. Her 
perfume, the same strong stuff fills my nostrils sending me into a mental spiral... 

“..why don’t we get together Friday night?” 

“Friday night?” I ask weakly; I’m gripping the bathroom counter as her perfume floods 
my memories. “What about Friday night...” 

“What are you talking about Paul?” She pulls away from me, instinctively throwing her 
arm across her breasts. ““What’s this about Friday night?” 

Looking in the mirror, our two images reflecting our inner feelings - hers concern, my 
exhaustion. I ask her again. “Didn’t...” My mind is doing somersaults, “Didn’t you just ask about 
getting together?” 

“No,” she responds. “I was going to suggest something...” 

I cut her off, impatient for her to confirm that I wasn’t hearing things. “...Good...together 
Friday...one of my Italian specialties...” 

“You just asked to get together on Friday night. I heard your voice clearly...something 
about Italian food...?” 

“Hon, are you okay?” Her face fills my vision as she tries to look into my eyes. Quickly 
fastening her bra she throws an arm around me, steadying me from what I feel might be my 
immanent fall. 

“...Good morning Victor... Why don’t we... Friday night...one of my ...specialties...” 

“Janet, didn’t you just say ‘good morning Victor’?” I ask her, as the reflected image of 
my eyes pleads with her to confirm that I’m not going nuts. 

“No Paul, I’ve said nothing. Are you going to be okay?” Her face changes its expression, 
one that looks to me like suspicion. 

“T’m...?m sorry Janet, I guess I haven’t really recovered as much as we both would’ve 
liked...” 

“Tt’s okay baby...I shouldn’t have pushed.” She moves closer to me, curling into my arms. 


“But you know it’s been a long time since you and me...” 
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“T guess...I wish I could remember. Trust me Janet...it’s not that I haven’t thought about it 
too.” I turned to face her, collapsing in her arms, my head on her shoulder. 

“Come on honey; let’s get you back to bed.” Grabbing me by my waist, I follow 
obediently. 

seskesk ek 
Why is it that of all the things I’ve forgotten, I couldn’t relegate Christmas to that same oblivion? 
The music, commercials and programs of the holiday season dominate the television 
programming and it's only the first week in December. Oh how I’m sick of every one of them! I 
continue to flip the channels looking for some relief. 

“Hi baby, how’re you feeling this morning?” Janet pops into the den, sits on the arm of 
the couch, pulling on her coat and boots. 

“Fine Hon, are you going out already?” I ask. 

“Yea, to Bangor to do some shopping; you want to come?” A wide smile breaks out on 
her face. “You’re certainly strong enough now, not even using a cane for your walks.” 

“No thanks, I don’t feel quite up to being re-introduced to civilization just yet. You go 
ahead though - have some fun.” Not having her fawning over me for a few hours will be a nice 
change. 

“Just a question before I leave you,” she adds turning serious for a moment. “I’ve noticed 
more talking in your sleep. You’ve mumbled about a Casa, secrets, priests and Italian food but 
nothing seems very coherent. Have you been able to remember very much?” 

“Well, I’ve seen a lot of you in my dreams; I guess that’s a good sign, showing that you 
were in my past. As you’ve mentioned though, nothing seems to make any sense. There doesn’t 
seem to be any logical story behind the images I see in my head.” 

She leaned in closer to me; her look was one of interest in what I had to say. 

“I’m also hearing fragments of conversations,” I added. “Again, nothing’s coherent but 
it’s like that episode we had a few weeks back in the bathroom, remember? I hear these voices in 
my head, or sometimes fragments of voices with images attached.” 

“Keep trying to make sense of it all and if you need me just remember I’m right here 


beside you for support. What have you planned for today?” She asked. 
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“Tl do a little channel surfing, and then take another walk in the neighborhood. I’m 
finding that the sea air is doing a world of good for me.” 

“Great! Take care and Ill see you later today Paul,” she said as she waved and slipped out 
of the room. The next thing I hear is the front door being locked, then the car started up and 
drove away. For some reason I had no desire to see her out the door. 

sees ok 
She still doesn’t know that I’ve dropped my medication, this time all three go down the drain. 
Despite the confusion caused by opening the mental flood gates, and I’m sure now that the 
medication was what held back my memories, I’m hoping to accelerate my memory’s recovery. I 
want to put a decent sized chunk of memory back together as quickly as possible. A confusion of 
images and sound merge and wrap me in an unwelcome feeling of paranoia - I suspect I’m living 
on borrowed time. 

Having little interest in any activity other than channel flipping, ’'m hoping that this 
television pabulum can compete with the chaotic mess in my head. 

“...And the Vatican’s security service, the Vigili, continue to work with Italian authorities 
to discover the person or persons responsible for the death of the Vatican’s Prime Minister, 
Cardinal Elberich Richter...” 

The television’s noise grows faint as I go numb. Something pushes to the surface of my 
consciousness. “...Prime Minister...What in the name of...sent to kill you Cardinal...” 

My mind seems to be falling into a tight spiral, thoughts tumbling into different 
combinations, calling out for recognition, as my breathing becomes labored... 

“In other European news, CNN has just learned that a body of a priest was found 
yesterday in his church in the Republic of San Marino in northern Italy. Authorities there say 
that he died from three gun shot wounds...” 

Something else crawls to the edge of my mind. “Hello. Why, it’s you my son... 
Forgive...forgive me...for what I’m...” The thin threads of my memories have shifted 
direction...new fragments tumbling through...my skin feeling clammy, electric... 

“And now let’s go to Jim McClain, our man in the field.” 

“Thank you Tom. Yes, the authorities here say that Father Anthony Ricci was much loved 
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by his small parish in the capital city of San Marino...’ 
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Images of darkness, shadows are doing an intricate dance with the reporting coming from 
the television. “...Father Anthony Ricci...you my son...Why it’s you my son... Father... Forgive 
me...Father...” 1 fall backward into the embrace of the couch, my mind as busy as a bee hive. 

“..Was reported as not having passed Israeli customs. There was also no record of 
Father Ricci ever having boarded his plane in Rome...” 

Faces, two male faces, one mine the other I can’t quite place. A gun... A hand holding a 
gun in the shadows... “Forgive... Father...Forgive me...” The blinding flash issues from its 
muzzle. The shadows explode into white light. One face falls from view... 

“..was found by workers well hidden in the catacombs beneath his church. A search is 
now on for a man who was reported to have been seen around the church on the last night the 
priest was seen alive. San Marino authorities have notified Interpol and agencies around the 
world in hopes that a clue might surface. Now back to you in the studio, Tom...” 

A blinding muzzle flash “...Mi perdoni padre...” then only one face remains visible - 
mine! I’m gasping for breath as if sucker-punched. Guilt ridden and empty I have a longing to 
renew, reverse my past. Oh God, I realize I can’t alter what’s been but is it too late to save my 
future too? 

“Honey, I’m home! Is anyone here?” Janet cries from the foyer. 

I begin to panic and want to run, to hide and to conceal my shame yet I’m frozen to the 
couch - immobile. 

“Honey, are you in?” Janet’s footsteps are heard coming toward the den. 

I realize that the pieces are beginning to make sense. The puzzle is coming together. What 
I’ve just seen on the news has been playing in my head for days. They interplay with Janet’s 
image... 

“There you are...baby! What’s wrong, what’s troubling you?” She kneels down, sees my 
face and cradles my head against her bosom - I remain child-like in her arms. 

Her perfume, still so strong, makes me realize where I’ve smelled it before... “Good 
morning Victor...you suddenly look awfully pale...” 

Her face was so uncomfortably close at one time...my memories and her physical 
presence blend as one...a cold realization grips my heart... 


“Paul, honey, are you all right? You suddenly look...” 
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“...suddenly look awfully pale...in a handsome sort of way...” My past, our present meet 
in an uncomfortable embrace. Her face, so close, is now my face whispering to me, 
“... Victor...you are Victor...Victor Colvin...and you've got to...” 

I’ve got to get out of here! I understand now - understand almost everything! I’ve got to 
get out of the arms of this stranger...get as far away from this place as possible - I’ve got to leave 


tonight... 


oh a 2 ok 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


“My soul, sit thou a patient looker-on; 
Judge not the play before the play is done; 
Her plot hath many changes; every day 
Speaks a new scene; the last act crowns the play.” 


Francis Quarles, Epigram: Respice Finem 


“Excuse me...Dr. Eser?” 
With little desire to move, Ahu’s stare remained vacant, absently fixed on the clouds that rushed 
by the tiny window of the plane. The hectic pace her life had taken sapped her vitality, making 
her reluctant to finish the book tour. Still, even as she made the final leg of her journey from 
Vancouver to Toronto, she knew that this would be the most crucial week of her year. 

“...Dr. Eser? Would you care for a drink or something to eat? This is our last call before 
we land in Toronto.” The cheery voice of the flight attendant interrupted Ahu’s thoughts. 

Languidly glancing toward the voice in the isle Ahu blinked once, twice, three times 
trying to adjust her sight to the dimness of the cabin. She couldn’t seem to brush away the 
clouds. 

“No... Thank you,” Ahu responded slowly. “How long before we land?” 

“In about an hour. Let me know if you change your mind about the refreshments doctor.” 
With that the flight attendant smiled and turned her attention to the people sitting in front of Ahu. 

Toronto...Canada...James Glasgow’s face filled Ahu’s mind as she thought back to that 
night in the hotel; a magical night she’d prayed would last forever. Was this Canadian from 
Toronto she wondered? Toronto! A shudder ran its course through Ahu, hitting her like an 
electric shock and forcing her to frown as Cardinal Richter’s words bled into her consciousness. 
Memories of that night in the Vatican’s garden clawed their way into her thoughts, reminding her 
of Glasgow’s betrayal. Turning back to the window she stared hard at the passing clouds, hoping 
the sunlight dancing off their fluid surfaces would burn the brutal images away. 

Her heart sank further as she relived James’ shooting, falling over the Cardinal’s body. 
Had he survived? How could she ever discover his fate? Overwhelmed by fatigue Ahu’s final 
thoughts moved to the cryptic message she’d overheard. Those words the dying Cardinal 
expressed...what did it mean? 


May Allah guide me she prayed, as the clouds roiled behind her closed eyes. 
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TK 2K KK 


East coast of Maine, USA. 

Victor pulled away from Janet’s embrace again, falling backward into the couch. Staring vacantly 
at the ceiling he was having trouble taming the dizzying fury of his thoughts; an endless 
procession of his past came up from his subconscious to greet him. 

“Paul, honey, what is it?” Janet pleaded. Leaning closer, she caressed his cheek with the 
back of her hand. “What’s troubling you?” 

Brushing her hand away, Victor’s gaze remained fixed to a spot on the ceiling. He opened 
his mouth as if to respond then reconsidered and quickly closed it again, retreating back into 
himself. 

“Hon, look, you’ve got to talk to me,” Janet coaxed, “you’ve got to open up if we’re 
going to get your memories back.” 

She tried to hold Victor’s hand but he pulled it away. Wrapping his arms tightly around 
his chest, he shoved his hands under his armpits. 

“Who is Father Ricci?” Victor managed to finally croak in a whisper, while still avoiding 
her eyes. 

“Father Ricci? ’'m confused baby, where did you hear a name like that?” Janet shifted 
uneasily to the end of the couch, though her interest peeked at the unexpected question. 

“The news...CNN,” Victor said, his voice sinking lower. “I’ve a feeling that I know him.” 

Leaning forward to catch what he was saying, Janet gave Victor another prompt to 
continue, “Could it have been someone you knew before our marriage Hon?” 

Victor, still staring at the ceiling, ignored the question. 

Janet decided to keep him talking as much as she could, now that he’d started with a 
question. 

“Listen Paul, your head is full of memories. As time passes I’m sure that strange names 
and faces will float to the surface. Something like this ‘Casa’ you keep mumbling about in your 
sleep.” 

“Fuck the Casa, Janet!’ Victor exploded. His eyes, red and dry, burned in their sockets 
as he shot a glance in her direction. She withered in his accusatorial glare and realized she’d 


pushed him too far, too soon. 
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“Ever since I cut back on those fuckin’ meds, my head’s been filled with strange faces. 
Only one has begun to make any sense...” Victor’s voice trailed away as he suddenly 
remembered where he’d seen Janet before. 

“What? What do you mean you’ve cut back on your medication? I’ve been counting the 
tablets, counting to make sure you’ve been getting the proper dosage!” Janet’s voice cracked and 
she felt a chill run down her spine. She wondered just how dangerous Victor was now that he’d 
stopped taking the pills. 

Victor decided it was his turn to go on the attack. Sliding up to Janet while keeping one 
arm firmly gripping the back of the couch, he quickly drew the other one across her midriff and 
locked it onto the armrest - Janet became pinned into the corner. As he leaned over her, Janet felt 
his warm, sour breath caress her cheek. She flinched, turning away from his scowl. 

“Well...about those pills,” Victor’s voice was low, clear and his eyes didn’t leave hers, 
“T’ve been dropping the little fuckers down the drain. ’'m weaning myself off your poison.” He 
brought his lips to meet hers, forcing Janet to turn away again. 

She made a desperate attempt to push him away. Shoving against the clammy flesh of his 
chest, she hoped that she might gain some space. Victor only grew more obstinate, tightening his 
grip on the couch and pushing closer to her. This time there was no thrill of excitement coming 
from the smell of his musk, only fear, her fear at having lost control over him. 

Gently moving his lips up to her ear, he caressed her lobe and whispered conspiratorially, 
“How'd you like living in Brampton darling? Ever wish you could’ve fucked me then, when I 
lived next door to you?” 

Janet cringed at hearing this. He knew! Did he know enough to blow Mossad’s operation 
totally apart and make him as dangerous as he once was? 

Victor's weight crushed Janet's slight frame as he pushed closer to her and his hungry lips 
sought out her’s. His arms remained locked in place on the couch, keeping Janet captive. 

“Burt wouldn’t have minded you and me together, lovers, would he? Oh, let me guess, 
maybe Burt and the kids are as fictional as our little marriage is now. They are made up, aren’t 
they? Is this another one of your little Mossad games?” A sick smile crossed Victor’s face as he 
brought his lips to Janet’s, taking them hungrily against her will. If she wanted to play husband 


and wife, then she would be his tonight. 
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University of Toronto, Canada. 

“Okay class, let’s call it a wrap for today,” said the thirty-something professor as he closed a 
reference book sitting on the lectern in front of him. “Don’t forget to hand in your outline for this 
year’s research project next week.” 

Chairs scraped and the volume of conversation increased as the masters’ students rose 
from their desks in a cramped, stuffy tutorial room in University of Toronto’s Anthropology 
Building. A weak winter’s twilight shone through the small windows doing little to cheer the 
students as they fumbled with their hats and coats. 

“Sorry, hold it a moment folks! People, don’t leave just yet,” the professor shouted above 
the voices as he caught sight of Professor Jack Paterson, head of the Faculty of Anthropology and 
Ancient Studies, slipping into the classroom. “People, just a few minutes more, please!” Chairs 
scraped once again as students retook their seats, the babble of voices died away. 

“Thank you...Professor Paterson would like a short word with you. Jack, the class is 
yours.” 

“Thanks Jim, and thank you folks for giving me a moment more,” Jack said as his rich 
voice filled the room like a warm blanket. “By now you’ve all heard about the lecture to be given 
by a distinguished visitor that’ll be held at Convocation Hall next week. Dr. Ahu Eser, from 
Ankara University, will be here for only one day to discuss her new book and take some of your 
questions.” 

Here Jack paused and surveyed the tired faces of the students. Taking a deep breath, he 
now gave them the big ‘but’. 

“But folks, we have a problem. Interest in this talk by Dr. Eser is so high that we 
anticipate the seats will be filling up fast.” Students shifted in their seats, some mumbling about 
‘first-come-first-serve’. 

“Yes,” Jack began again, ““‘first-come-first-serve’ is usually the way it’s done for these 
engagements, but this time many archaeology staff and students may be left out in the cold; 
please excuse the pun.” The cold evening’s wind temporarily rattled the windows of the small 


classroom in mock emphasis of his point. 
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“We’re alerting all the Ph.D. and master’s students to reserve a seat at Convocation Hall 
soon by either going on-line or buying the ticket through the hall’s box office. Only one ticket 
per person will be sold...” 

“Dr. Paterson, Valencia Davino here,” Valencia announced, standing up and cutting Jack 
Paterson off in mid speech. “Why not look for a bigger venue if there’s such a great interest in 
Dr. Eser’s talk? I know that I'd be pissed if I couldn’t get tickets just because the place is too 
small.” 

“Good question,” Jack replied, ignoring Valencia’s gruff delivery. “By the way, you said 
that your name is Valencia Davino?” 

Valencia nodded, impatient for a reply to her question. 

“We may have a mutual friend,” Jack said as an aside, while her classmates shot Valencia 
inquisitive glances. 

“To answer Ms. Davino’s question,” Jack continued, “it’s too late to change locations. 
We’ve tried and nothing is available at such short notice. Since we don’t have Dr. Eser for very 
long before she heads back home, we have to keep Convocation Hall. I urge any of you who plan 
to attend to get your tickets early because it promises to be a spirited talk, especially the part in 
her book about the Sagalassos excavation. Are there any other questions folks?” Jack looked 
around at the fidgety students. “Okay, thanks again for your time, and have a safe trip home 
tonight.” 

Valencia stayed behind while the classroom emptied, telling her friend to go on ahead and 
that she’d be along shortly. 

“Dr. Paterson?” Valencia said as she approached the two professors engaged in light chit- 
chat at the front of the room. 

“Oh, yes Valencia, what can I do for you?” Jack gave her a warm smile and held out his 
hand. 

Shaking his hand Valencia broached the question that lay in the back of her mind. “You 
mentioned a mutual friend, but none of my friends are Ph.D. students. None would be in any of 
your classes.” 

“T didn’t say that he was a student, more like a concerned parent. You’re taking 


archaeology as a major, right?” Jack asked. 
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“How'd you get introduced to one of my parents, Professor Paterson?” Valencia 
challenged. “They’re simple, working class people and they’ve never set foot onto the campus 
before.” 

“Your friend and I met on a plane to London. I was en route to the World Archaeological 
Conference last May,” Jack continued. He made himself comfortable, settling himself on the 
edge of teacher’s table. “He asked about you, about how you’re doing in school. He’s a really 
nice fellow. He saved my old friend’s life on our first afternoon in London. If you see James 
Glasgow, tell him that Jack Paterson is waiting for that drink he’s promised.” 

Valencia fidgeted and from her reaction Jack Paterson knew that the name hadn’t made 
an impression. 

“He was very clear about his relationship with you. He considered you like a surrogate 
daughter; unless, maybe I’ve got the wrong Valencia Davino. Are there two of you taking the 
same programs in this university?” He looked earnestly into her face. 

Valencia avoided Jack Paterson’s gaze, trying to decide what to say next. She respected 
this professor too much to hurt his feelings so she decided to give him the benefit of the doubt. 

“Look professor Paterson, I don’t know any James Glasgow. I’ve never heard of the name 
in my life. However, I do know that I’m the only Valencia Davino at this university,” she replied. 
“T’m not trying to imply that you’re lying to me, so is there any chance you’re mistaken about the 
name?” 

“There’s always a chance Ms. Davino...” 

“Please, call me Valencia.” 

“Okay, Valencia. As I was saying, there’s always a chance, so let me describe him and 
then you can tell me if he’s still unfamiliar to you.” 

As Jack Paterson finished his description Valencia realized it fit only one person that she 
knew. This was someone she cared for very deeply, whom she hadn’t seen in six months or more 
and he didn’t go by the name James Glasgow. Confused and a little frightened, Valencia decided 
an unacknowledged exit from the class was the safest approach to take with an inquisitive 
professor. Quickly excusing herself, she left the classroom without another word, leaving both 


professors slightly baffled at her behavior. 
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“Paul, honey, you’re...you’re not yourself,” Janet pleaded, squirming under his glare, “why don’t 
I make us some tea; something to soothe our nerves? Just let me off of the couch honey, please!” 
She pushed toward the back of the couch, still trying to avoid his advances. 

“T’m...I’m only part of a surveillance team...” 

“Who’s team?” 

The voices flooded into his mind as quickly as they’d faded fifteen minutes before. The 
sound deafening, the images crisp, the movement real. Victor rocked backward from the couch as 
his mind reeled, trying to maintain its grip on the here and now. Crouching on his haunches, 
Victor closed his eyes tightly and he held his head in his hands. Releasing his grip on the couch 
allowed Janet to slip past him and head for the kitchen, grabbing her purse on the way. 

Once in the kitchen she fumbled with the kettle, filling it with water, plugging it in and 
then pulling her cell phone from the purse. Sarah seemed to take forever to answer Janet’s call. 

“Pick up... Pick up... Come on Sarah, answer your fucking cell phone!” Janet whispered 
aloud. 

“T’m surveillance, nothing more...nothing more. I’m working for the Mossad.” 

The phrases and images kept knocking around in his head. Victor and some unidentifiable 
blond man with a gun shoved into the back of his head. 

Although temporarily immobilized, Victor worked hard to decipher what his thoughts 
were trying to tell him. Was Janet part of the Mossad operation? How long ago had it been since 
he’d confronted one of their agents? Had he killed any of them? Was he capable of murder he 
wondered? 

Unsteadily he brought himself to his feet, glanced around the living room and, despite his 
blurred vision, noticed that Janet wasn’t in the room. Hearing talk come from the kitchen he 
turned in that direction. The kettle, working its way up to a boil, gave him a pang of guilt as he 
guessed that Janet was indeed making tea. Maybe all of this conspiracy-thinking was just his 
imagination; maybe he and Janet were husband and wife! 

“Call...call me tonight...call me...” the voices popped back into his head. Janet’s face 
smiling at him as it mouthed the words across the ocean of time; how long had it been since he’d 


seen this image of her? 
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“Sarah, I’m calling because | think I’m in trouble. I need you to come by here as soon as 
you can; I think I’ve lost control of him!” 

Victor's confusion increased as Janet's voice, coming from the direction of the kitchen, 
grew louder blending with those already in his head. 

“Call Israel and Jason and have them come here as well. I’ll try to stall him as long as 
possible until you come. He’s got to be taken back to the hospital. Please hurry,” Janet pleaded, 
“T don’t think I’ve got much time left before he figures out everything.” 

Stumbling into the kitchen, Victor instinctively grabbed at a kitchen knife on an island 
counter-top, its five-inch blade still messy from making lunch time sandwiches. With its point 
toward his body, he held the blade firmly in his grip. Janet remained with her back to him, facing 
a wrap-around counter six feet away and above which was the kitchen window. 

As she finished her call she snapped the phone shut, placed it on the counter in front of 
her and allowed her hand to lightly rest on top of it. The kettle had reached the top of its boil and 
proceeded to let out a sorrowful whistle. 

“Are you particular about the type of tea you want darling?” Janet asked without turning 
around; she’d sensed his presence. With a superhuman effort she managed to make her voice 
sound calm, although she felt the strain of the charade begin to take its toll on her nerves. She’d 
done undercover before, but it’d never gone this sour; by God, could she hold out until the others 
arrived she wondered? 

Victor ignored her question and instead fired a volley himself. 

“Listen Janet, I knew your last name as Frost. Your husband’s name is Bert and your kids 
are Cindy and Patrick.” 

Victor’s voice was weak, gravely. Clearing his throat, he readjusted his weight while still 
clinging to the edge of the island counter-top; at least his head had stopped spinning for the 
moment. 

“T don’t know if these names are real or just aliases, but, these are the names I know you 
used when you lived in Brampton. We need to talk!” 

He put as much emphasis on the last sentences as his voice would allow and noticed the 


slight stiffening of her back as he said them; had he struck her sweet spot? 


15 


Janet’s right hand left the cell phone and disappeared in front of her, pulling the plug of 
the kettle and slipping into her purse. Her left hand half-heartedly fiddled with the tea packets to 
disguise her real intentions while her body shielded both hands. With her right hand she found 
the grip of the Beretta as it lay in her purse. She kept her movements fluid, deliberate while her 
back remained facing Victor; the last thing she wanted was to provoke him. 

“Paul honey,” she said, “it’s great to hear that some of your past is returning. I think 
however, that some of it is faulty. We should have Drs. Cohen and Richards have another look at 
you. What do you think?” 

“T don’t know Janet, they seem pretty clear to me, pretty persistent. The one about you is 
particularly strong; I can’t get the images out of my fuckin’ head...” 

Before he could finish his response he caught sight of the tip of a gun as Janet swung 
around to face him. He let the knife fly, a quick snap of his elevated forearm backward, then 
forward, with the knife point still facing him. It did a half turn on its journey across the kitchen, 
its blade now pointing to Janet. Just as she came face-to-face with Victor, the Beretta not quite in 
position, the blade pierced her shoulder severing her biceps tendon. Shocked and in pain she 
managed to squeeze out one shot, the bullet hitting the floor in front of Victor as her arm fell 
paralyzed and useless by her side. Swooning in a light-headed trance, Janet felt the warmth of her 
blood as it matted her blouse. Her legs became weak, too weak to hold her up and she sank to the 
floor, knocking her head on the counter as she fell. 

While Janet went limp, slumping downward, Victor seemed to come out of his own 
trance and attempted to catch her; his unsteadiness delaying him by just seconds. He raised her to 
a sitting position, leaning her against the cupboard and found he’d covered himself in her blood. 
Unfazed he checked for her pulse, weak, but it was still there; a wave of relief spread over him. 
As he was raising himself to a standing position he heard the ‘thump’ and a shattering of glass 
that seemed close, too close, for comfort. 

seats okeok 
Sarah had unlocked the front door and pushed it open in time to recognize the sound of a gunshot 
coming from the direction of the kitchen. She carefully approached the kitchen’s entrance and 


peeked inside, her eyes growing wide in disbelief as anger welled up inside her. Sarah saw Janet 
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sitting on the kitchen floor, her back against the cupboard, covered in blood and with a knife 
sticking out of her shoulder. The culprit knelt over her and checked for her pulse. 

As she pulled herself back toward the living the room, she accidentally tipped over a 
picture frame on a small table near the kitchen’s entrance. Rolling her eyes at her own 
clumsiness, Sarah pulled the Beretta out of her shoulder holster, quietly counted to three, then 
moved back toward the kitchen’s entrance-way 

With the Beretta’s muzzle pointing into the kitchen, all Sarah saw on her second look was 
Janet’s body still against the cupboard but there was no Victor and no knife. Advancing carefully 
into the kitchen, she stopped short as Victor swept across her path, moving in for the attack. He 
left her gasping through a fountain of blood that gurgled out an open knife wound in her throat. 
There was just enough time to pull the trigger before she fell to the living room floor. 

seakeakakeok 
Victor had made a mad scramble for the only logical cover he had in the kitchen, pulling the 
knife from Janet’s shoulder as he moved. 

Positioning himself just behind the jutting door frame of the kitchen’s entrance, he 
guessed the visitor was likely one of Janet's reinforcements. He didn’t have long to wait before 
he saw the muzzle end of a Beretta poking through the doorway, followed by Sarah’s right foot. 

Victor quickly rolled across her path before she was fully through the doorway. His left 
hand planted the knife firmly into her neck as he swung around, simultaneously pushing the 
gun’s muzzle away with his right hand. Sarah barely had time to react as Victor made his move, 
pushing the knife deep into her throat. Seconds suddenly felt like hours to her as her body went 
numb, her eyes wide and her mouth gasping as she slowly choked on the blade. 

Sarah fired only one shot, the bullet taking a chip out of the granite counter-top at the 
opposite end of the kitchen, before it fell to the ground. Sarah, falling seconds later, lay twitching 
on the floor just inside the living room, her blood covering her like a crimson blanket. The last 
thing she saw before losing consciousness was Victor rifling through her pockets. 

seskeakokeok 
The black Lincoln Towncar parked next to Sarah’s Corvette Z06. As the sun slipped below the 
horizon the air turned frigid, forcing both men to draw up their coat collars as they exited the 


vehicle. 
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“Israel, you say that Sarah mentioned Janet seemed frantic; as if she were in immediate 
danger?” Dr. Jason Richards asked. 

“T wouldn’t say frantic,” responded Dr. Israel Cohen, “just insistent. She felt it was urgent 
that we all come tonight. Janet said to Sarah that she felt as if she were losing her control over 
Victor. She felt it better to take him back to the hospital facility tonight for more testing.” 

As the men approached the front steps, they noticed that the front door had been left ajar. 
Drawing their guns, they slipped one at a time into the well-lit foyer of the quiet house. 

seakeakokeok 
Victor found cash, car keys and a cell phone on Sarah’s body. Pocketing the items, he realized 
his time was short and that more of Janet’s colleagues might show up at any moment. Rushing up 
to the master bedroom, he quickly washed, changed and then began a short search of the 
bedroom. Not knowing exactly what to look for, he felt that whatever he found needed to help 
him escape this prison house in Maine. 

Behind the bed-skirt, beneath Janet’s side of the bed, was a drawer built into the bed’s 
frame and it was locked. Funny how he’d not noticed it before, he thought; it took him three tries 
with a letter opener to jimmy the lock and pop the drawer open. Once open, he sifted through the 
paperwork looking for something he could use. 

Victor scanned the contents of a large manila envelope he’d found buried at the bottom of 
the drawer. He discovered passports that had his picture but many different names. Examination 
of the rest of the envelope's contents would have to wait however as he heard the approach of a 
car. Parking at the front of the house, Victor heard its doors open then close and the sound of 
men’s voices as they moved toward to the front door. 

Quietly, he took the envelope and some clothes and stuffed the lot into a black knapsack. 
Throwing on a leather bomber jacket over his shirt, jeans and sneakers he could just hear the 
angry, male voices advancing toward the bottom of the stairs as he slipped out the window. 
Jumping from the porch roof he made a light roll to the side in an attempt to cushion his fall and 
then sprinted toward Sarah’s Corvette. 

Taking a last look at the bedroom window, Victor saw the silhouette of one of the men 


fill the opening. Not waiting to wave good-bye Victor got in and started up the car. Throwing it 
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into gear, he began his retreat toward the road just as a bullet blew out one of his tail-lights and 
another hit the ground beside him. 
seks 

Pearson International Airport, Toronto, Canada. 
“Ahu, welcome to Toronto! How are you holding out?” Jack Paterson asked, as his face broke 
out into a huge smile and he gave her a bear hug. Taking her luggage cart, he and his wife led 
Ahu toward the airport’s parking garage. 

“T’m fine, thanks Jack. I managed to get some sleep on the flight here,” Ahu said. 
However, her bedraggled appearance, tired eyes and uncombed hair told Jack another story. 

“You remember my wife Charlotte, don’t you Ahu?” Jack asked as the two women 
exchanged warm hugs. 

“Tt’s an honor to have you staying with us Ahu. Please consider our home your home for 
the time that you’re in Toronto,” Charlotte said, her smile rivaling her husband’s. 

“Thank you Charlotte, you and Jack are very kind. It wasn’t necessary to trouble 
yourselves. I could have stayed at...” 

“Nonsense Ahu,” Jack interrupted her, “a friend of mine will not stay in some old hotel 
while I have something to say about it.” He flashed another smile in her direction and noticed a 
look of relief spread over her countenance. 

seskeak ek 

“He’s just left the house in Sarah’s car,” Israel Cohen barked into the cell phone, a scowl 
clouding his face. “Yes, yes the Corvette! He’ll be traveling fast so have the choppers search all 
roads leading away from the house. My guess is he’ll pass Bangor within the hour. Divide up the 
drivers, have each team take one of the main routes away from the house and make sure that they 
keep in constant contact with each other and the choppers. We can’t afford to lose him again.” 

Dr. Israel Cohen ended his call and turned to meet the CIA ambulance pulling up to him 
at the front of the house. Dr. Jason Richards was still inside, helping Janet who was conscious 
but incoherent; he’d managed to stem the flow of blood from her shoulder. Sarah however, lay 
beyond the doctor’s help. This assassin would pay for the crimes he committed to these young 


women, Cohen vowed, the fight had now become personal. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


“Escape me? Never... 
While I am I and you are you, 
So long as the world contains us both... 
While one eludes, must the other pursue.” 


Robert Browning 


Toronto, Canada 

“Goodnight folks, thanks for coming,” Professor Jack Paterson said as his neighbors Donald and 
Heather Heath pushed their way into the pre-Christmas snow. Winter had certainly arrived in the 
Kingsway, swirling in broad, fluffy sheets and settling onto trees, roads and rooftops of the half- 
century-old homes that made the neighborhood so quaint. 

“Thanks for the invitation old friend,” replied Don, as the snow settled on his bare head 
and beard. “Dr. Eser is quite the woman. Heather and I found her fascinating company.” 

“Thank Charlotte again for such a wonderful dinner,” Heather added. “Will Dr. Eser stay 
with you through Christmas? She’s certainly welcome to come with you and Charlotte to our 
Christmas Eve party.” 

“No Heather, I’m afraid not. This is her last week in Canada. She flies for Turkey on 
Sunday morning; I get the feeling that she’s already home sick.” 

“No wonder,” Heather said sympathetically, “being away from one’s family for a long 
time is tough enough, but when one has children, it’s especially hard for a mother.” 

“She'll come to the faculty Christmas party at Casa Loma this Friday night, won’t she 
Jack?” Don asked as he stamped the ground to warm-up. 

“Damn, thanks for the reminder Don,” Jack Paterson said as he slapped his forehead with 
his palm, “I knew there was something that I’d forgotten to ask her.” 

“Jack, honey,” Charlotte’s voice called from the hallway behind him, “are we warming 
the outside of the house as well as the inside?” 

She slid up next to Jack who stood by the open front door, putting her arm around his 
waist and smiled her greeting to Donald and Heather Heath as they stood in the thickening snow. 

“You're right Charlotte,’ Heather agreed, as she began pulling at Donald’s sleeve. “Come 
on Donald, let’s get walking because it’s getting late and you’re beginning to look like a snow 
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man. 
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As Jack and Charlotte Paterson watched their friends trudge toward their home in the 
snowy darkness, Ahu called to them from the hallway, tea tray in hand. 

“Tea’s ready you two. I'll see you in the den?” Ahu flashed them a tired smile then 
shuffled toward the den in slippered feet. 

“We’re right behind you Ahu,” Jack called. 


oh 2 2 


Maine, USA 

Victor considered his escape with a shot-out tail light as lucky. He realized that his reaction to 
everything he’d done since the beginning of this assignment had been too slow, too 
unprofessional. The Old Man in Zurich was right, why was he getting an attack of conscience 
now? These recent circumstances had called for quicker, more decisive actions and yet he 
resisted, leading to the tragedy he’d just left behind at the house on Penobscot Bay. “Just get this 
damn assignment finished and then you can kiss this fucking profession good-bye - forever,” he 
mumbled to himself. 

Victor needed to put distance between himself and the bodies of Janet and Sarah, but 
where to go? With the car shifting effortlessly beneath him, he fought the temptation to speed. 
Speeding would only draw attention to himself on this sparsely traveled highway. Fortunately 
darkness came early and with the light snowfall the conditions would not be good for his 
pursuers. 

Signs for Bucksport, Dedham and Brewer flashed past his headlights. Heading for 
Bangor, he knew that whoever was after him would look there first. Bangor could only be a 
quick stop in what was likely to be a long run through the night. 

Turning off of highway 2 and into a service station just west of Bangor, Victor drove 
under the station’s car port. As he gassed-up he heard a persistent ‘thwamp, thwamp, thwamp’ 
sound that grew louder with each passing second. In a sudden blast of air, blinding light and an 
ear-drum thumping noise, a helicopter blew past the station and continued west along the 


highway, its bright search light combing the ground below. As a precaution Victor kept the car 
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under the station’s car port until he’d had time to examine the map of Maine he’d be buying at 
the station’s kiosk. 

seskeakakeok 
The ladies each settled into oversized, leather easy chairs in the Paterson’s den. Jack took to 
sprawling on the leather two-seater opposite them, cradling a snifter of brandy in his palm. 

“Your friends are a lot of fun, but it’s odd, I feel as if I was doing all of the talking 
tonight. What do they do?” Ahu asked as she took a sip of tea from her mug. 

“They’re relative newcomers to this old neighborhood,” Charlotte explained. “Donald 
Heath is Associate Professor of History at Jack’s university and Heather is head of Sports 
Medicine at York University in north Toronto.” 

“We really hit it off with them from the beginning,” added Jack. “By the way Ahu, Don 
reminded me that the university has its faculty Christmas party this Friday night. The event is 
being held at the beautiful and historic Casa Loma and everyone would love it if you’d come.” 

“Ca...ca... Casa, what?” Ahu stammered, suddenly going pale. She put her mug on the 
coffee table, her hands shaking. Ahu turned tear filled eyes in Jack’s direction, steeling herself 
for what she was about to tell the Patersons. 

“Casa Loma. It’s...for heavens sake, Ahu, why the tears?” Jack asked. Charlotte leaned 
toward Ahu and held her right hand to comfort her. 

“T need to tell you both something,” Ahu said. A look of determination came into her eyes 
as she brushed aside her tears. “This is something I’ve not told anyone since I came back from 
Italy earlier this year.” She looked at the floor, gathering her thoughts. 

“Does it have something to do with the Vatican, Ahu?” Jack interjected. 
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“Jack, honey, she’ll tell us when she’s ready!” Charlotte reprimanded, flashing a 
disapproving look in Jack’s direction. 

“T’m going to need your help Jack,” Ahu began. 

What followed was the most incredible story that Jack and Charlotte had ever heard. Jack 
now knew why Ahu seemed changed after her trip to the Vatican that past May. The burden of 
what she’d seen and heard must have been terrible for her to deal with alone. 
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“Shadow One to Base, come in Base,” the helicopter pilot radioed. 
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“Base here, go ahead Shadow One,” Dr. Israel Cohen responded through a small but 
powerful, hand-held radio. 

“Base, Shadows One and Two are airborne and beginning a recon over Bangor and 
surrounding area.” 

“Roger that Shadow One, carry on your recon and relay anything vital to the Rover teams. 
Shadow Two, break off and pick me up at the house.” 

“Affirmative Base, breaking off recon now. I'll radio again when approaching the house.” 

“Roger that Shadow Two. Rover team leader, what’s the status of your cars?” Cohen 
asked. 

“Rover teams are mobile and converging on Bangor by different routes; estimated time of 
arrival from fifteen minutes to half-an-hour.” 

“Good! Shadow and Rover teams don’t forget to communicate all possible sightings and 
keep me informed at all times about the status of the search. I'll be mobile in Shadow Two very 
soon. Base out.” Israel Cohen dropped the radio into his coat pocket and turned his attention to 
the sound of the distant Atlantic waves pushing their way into Penobscot Bay. Between the 
falling snow and the growing winter darkness they were only visible when the moon broke 
through the low cloud cover. 

Cohen needed to think and he couldn’t do it in the place where Sarah had died. Walking 
along the top of the cliff at the rear of the property, he tried to remember the smiling face of the 
lively young lady he’d once considered asking to be his wife. As the waves crashed below him, 
he wondered why he’d never had the courage to propose. Was it the type of work they did? 
Could two agents of the Mossad raise a normal family? Who knew, but now he wished he’d 
tried; Sarah would’ve made a wonderful wife, he thought. Had she guessed his true feelings for 
her? Had she ever felt the same way? Now he’d never know. 

Yanking up his coat's collar against the cold, Israel Cohen paced the cliffs edge trying to 
relieve the alternating waves of grief and impatience that knotted his stomach. He wanted this 
assassin brought down, captured or killed - it didn’t matter, just neutralized before someone else 
died. That’s all he wanted. 

“Shadow Two to Base, come in.” The voice of the pilot broke into Cohen’s thoughts. 


“What is it?” Cohen growled, forgetting to take the radio from his pocket. 
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“Shadow Two to Base, come in...” the pilot persisted. 

Removing the radio and lifting it to his mouth he repeated, “What is it Shadow Two?” 

“T’m just coming up to the house now. Are you road side or cliff side?” 

“Cliff side,” Cohen snapped into the radio. 

“Roger that, Base.” 

Dr. Israel Cohen looked up as the dark Hughes MH-6 helicopter swept over the house 
like a huge bird of prey, its search light panning the ground for a spot to land. 

seskesk ek 
“So where do I start? What do I do?” pleaded Ahu, tears quietly running down her cheeks as she 
relived the nightmare of that evening in the Vatican’s gardens. 

Charlotte got up and sat on the arm of Ahu’s chair, putting her arm around Ahu’s 
shoulders. “Are you sure about the cardinal’s word’s, dear?” she asked Ahu. “You may have 
missed something while trying to deal with that fear you felt.” 

“Yes, I’m sure,” Ahu snapped. “I'll never forget those few words, ‘the secret lies beneath 
a Casa in Toronto.’ Then he died with James bending over him; my James, with a gun in his 
hand!” Ahu shivered despite the heat from the fireplace and Charlotte’s comforting embrace. 

“There, there, dear, calm yourself,” Charlotte whispered into her ear. 

“Well,” Jack began, “as far as I can figure, ‘Casa’ translates to ‘house’ in Spanish and 
‘castle’ in Italian. Often the two are complimentary as in the old saying, ‘A man’s home is his 
castle.’” 

“What’s your point honey,” Charlotte asked, shooting an impatient glance in Jack’s 
direction. 

“T’m just trying to narrow the search, dear. For instance, we only have one castle in 
Toronto, Casa Loma. But we have many homes. A look in the phone book will also show a fair 
number of businesses with ‘Casa’ in their name.” Jack tried to look encouraging, but even he felt 
the hopelessness of the situation as he realized how obscure the cardinal’s message was. 

“But, do we even know that the cardinal was talking about Toronto, Canada?” Charlotte 
asked, turning the question back onto her husband. “Ahu, you said this James Glasgow couldn’t 
get the cardinal to confirm Toronto’s location before he died?” 


“That’s right,” Ahu answered weakly. 
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“Well, let’s assume for a moment it is Toronto, Canada,” Jack interjected. “Of all the 
properties with ‘Casa’ in their names, Casa Loma is the most high profile; we can’t argue with 
that. However, what secret would a cardinal want to hide in a Toronto tourist attraction and why? 
Why not just hide it somewhere in the Vatican?” 

“T believe,” Ahu interrupted, “that the secret has something to do with the missing 
Sagalassos tablets. It could even be the tablets themselves.” 

Charlotte and Jack sat in a stunned silence, thinking about the ramifications such a find 
would have on the world of archaeology; maybe even in the world of religion. 

Shifting to the edge of the love-seat Jack leaned forward and asked, “But what does the 
Vatican have in common with Casa Loma?” 

Suddenly Charlotte’s eyes widened and she flashed a brilliant smile at her husband, “Oh 
honey, how could we be so stupid?” she said. “Don’t you remember that the Vatican has donated 
some of their most valuable pieces of armor to Casa Loma for a winter show they’re having, it’s 
called Mediaeval Arms and Armor of Europe?” 

sects ek 
“Okay, now where to go? What to do?” Victor asked himself groggily in an effort to stay awake; 
his long day was taking its toll. Victor's warm breath fogged the inside of the car’s windows, 
while the map of Maine slipped off of the steering wheel. He laid his head against the head rest 
and his eye lids fluttered shut. Victor’s car remained quietly parked under the service station’s 
car port. Perhaps just a few winks, he thought, as he succumbed to sleep. 

“The secret lies... What secret? 

“a Casa...a Casa...in Toronto... 

“Toronto? Toronto, Canada? Damn you Richter! Toronto, Canada?” 

“Canada! Toronto, Canada!” Victor exclaimed; the movement of the car jolted him 
awake. Buffeted by an intense wind, the car swayed from side to side. Victor squinted, trying to 
avoid a blinding light that bathed the inside of the passenger compartment and bounced off of his 
rear and side-view mirrors. An overwhelming ‘thwamp, thwamp, thwamp’ sound completely 
enveloped the station. 

Unable to see anything outside due to the glare off the inside of the car’s windows, Victor 


shot a glance out the driver’s side door, first to the front, nothing, then to the back. Holding a 
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hand over the source of the search light, Victor recognized the dark silhouette of a helicopter 
hovering just above the ground behind the car port. They’d found him! 

seskeakokeok 
“Shadow One to Base, come in.” 

“Base here, I’m mobile now Shadow One,” Israel Cohen answered. 

“Roger that, Base. We have an ID on the subject vehicle; damaged left-side tail light and 
a lone male occupant. Dark colored Corvette Z06 and the license plate checks out,” the pilot 
radioed. 

“Excellent! Shadow One is he mobile and what is his location?” Israel Cohen asked; his 
grip on the radio vice-like as he waited for the details. 

“He’s a few miles west of Bangor. He’s sitting in a service station just off the west bound 
lanes of highway 2... Hold it...Target is on the move, I repeat, target is on the move. Subject 
vehicle is on the west bound lanes of highway 2. Shadow One is in pursuit.” 

“Roger that, Shadow One. Base to all Rover units, target is heading west on highway 2. 
Converge on his location. Shadow One I’m twenty minutes from your location and closing fast. 
Keep the target in your sights and don’t make a move until the Rover units are in place.” 

“Roger that Base. Shadow One out.” 

sesteakakeok 
With thoughts of Toronto, Canada, still rolling around in his head, Victor shifted the car into gear 
and tore out of the station. Pushing it into the thickening, west-bound traffic of the highway he 
found the heavier snowfall now made the going slippery. Victor, glancing into his rear-view 
mirror, noticed that the helicopter had become airborne and was following him, its search light 
attempting to make contact with his car. 

Punching the accelerator Victor wove in and out of traffic trying to buy time until he 
could figure out what to do. That’s when he noticed the road. Coming up on his right, just off of 
the shoulder there was a gated access road barely visible through the falling snow; it disappeared 
into the darkness beyond the highway. 

Victor's weaving and increased speed had put him ahead of the helicopter’s search light. 
The heavy snow meant that his car was little more distinguishable from the air than the others 


around him. Victor brought the car into the curb lane of the highway and then made a sudden 
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shift to the right, sliding across the snowy shoulder and smashing through the access road’s 
bright yellow gate. 

While trying to keep the car on the road, he felt the tires spinning beneath him as they 
attempted to get traction on the treacherous, uneven gravel. Glancing in his rear-view mirror he 
noticed that the search light continued along the highway westward. With no other lights bobbing 
behind him, he knew he’d lost them for the moment. 

sesteakokeok 
“Rover | to Shadow One, come in,” Jimmy radioed. 

“Shadow One here...” 

“Shadow One, I’m just coming up to the service station now. I’ve spotted your search 
light just up ahead and should be under you in a few seconds.” 

“Roger that, Rover 1. The target’s increased his speed and is weaving in and out of 
traffic. With this snow it’s difficult to put a definite ID on him from the air. Can you eyeball him 
from where you are?” 

“Tl let you know Shadow One. Rovers 2 to 4, who else is close to the target’s location?” 
Jimmy asked, hoping he wasn’t going to have to tackle the assassin on his own. 

“Rover 2 here, Jimmy, I’m just coming up on your location and have you within my 
sights,” Aaron replied. 

“Roger that Rover 2. Aaron, come up beside me. We’ll sweep the traffic in front of us 
and try to flush the target out. Shadow One, Rovers | and 2 will try to box the target in.” 

“Understood Rover 1, I think I’ve got the target under my beam. Can you confirm this for 
me?” 

Jimmy, his wipers moving furiously, squinted through the snowy windscreen and located 
the spot light three car lengths ahead of him. Accelerating up to the back of a pickup truck, then 
blowing into the passing lane, he cut back into the right lane and began to fishtail as the pickup’s 
driver leaned on the horn. Pulling the car back under control, he moved it up to the vehicle under 
the spot light. 


“Shadow One, negative, you do not have the target. I repeat, you do not have the target.” 
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“Jimmy, this is Aaron, I’ve got him! He’s just ahead of the helicopter, moving from the 
passing lane into the curb lane. He’s about four car lengths in front of you,” Aaron’s voice 
sounded triumphant. 

“Roger that, Aaron, hang back until I come up to you and we’ ll box him in. Shadow One, 
can you put some light on the target?” Jimmy asked. 

“Will do Rover 1; we’re just coming up to the location now,” the chopper pilot said as he 
moved closer to the traffic below him. He swung the beam back and forth in the curb lane but 
still couldn’t find the Corvette. 

“Hey, Shadow One, did you see that?” It was Aaron. “The guy just disappeared. I’m in 
the curb lane now, where I last saw his tail light and he’s gone. Has anybody seen where he 
went?” 

“Rovers | and 2, this is Shadow One, we just thought we saw a set of lights exit the 
highway a moment ago. I’m going to investigate and let you know.” The chopper pilot veered to 
the right and back along the highway it had just passed, searching the shoulder. Its beam came to 
rest on the shattered remains of the bright yellow gate. 

“Talk to us Shadow One, if the target has left the highway we shouldn’t go any further,” 
Jimmy said, the strain noticeable in his voice. 

The helicopter slid its beam along the snowy access road, following a freshly made set of 
vehicle tracks. Suddenly, just in the distance, the pilot spotted a single tail-light and head-light 
beams bobbing up and down, moving at a good speed away from the highway. 

“Tt’?s confirmed. Shadow One to Base and all Rover units, target has exited the highway 
and is driving along an access road that is just west of the service station.” 

“Base to all Rover units, converge on the access road as soon as possible. Shadow One, 
I’m about ten minutes from your location. Immobilize the target and use whatever force 
necessary to do so. Do you understand?” 

“Roger that Base, the target will be immobilized by whatever force necessary. Shadow 
One out.” 

sees ek 
“Rover 2, Aaron, we’ve got to get back to that access road. Ill get behind you and we’ll move to 


the shoulder together.” Jimmy hoped that his idea of backing up along the shoulder of the 
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highway would work. Perspiration broke out on his forehead despite the cool outside air coming 
in through the vents of his car. 

“Roger that Jimmy. I’m still in the curb lane. Give me the signal.” Aaron slowed his 
speed to allow Jimmy to catch up which elicited a horn blast from an irate driver behind him. 

“T’m in the curb lane with you Aaron. Okay, to the shoulder - now!” Jimmy jerked the 
wheel to the right and their vehicles slid to a stop on the shoulder while the traffic flew past them 
in a whirl of falling snow. 

Reversing, slowly, steadily along the narrow right shoulder of the highway, Jimmy’s 
vehicle was now in the lead. He figured that they had a lot of ground to make up before they got 
back to the access road’s entrance. With only his rear lights as a guide, Jimmy remained deep in 
concentration as he fought to keep the car on the shoulder in the slippery conditions. Startled, he 
swerved to avoid a deer that loomed out of the darkness in front of his vehicle. 

Aaron, following Jimmy’s vehicle at a short distance, gasped as he saw Jimmy’s rear 
swerve into the west-bound curb lane. The next thing Aaron saw was Jimmy’s vehicle being 
lifted up and flipped onto its roof as a Kenworth plowed into the vehicle’s tail. The crunch of 
metal and broken glass blended with the blaring of the truck’s horn as Aaron watched Jimmy’s 
vehicle being pushed back toward him. 

With no time to move out of the way or slow down in the wintry conditions, the horrified 
truck driver watched as he plowed at full highway speed into the rear of a passenger car. His 
truck flipped the vehicle onto its roof and pushed it forward into another vehicle on the shoulder; 
then the overturned car erupted into flames. 

With his foot firmly on the brake the trucker geared down as quickly as possible trying to 
keep the rig from tipping over; no easy task when an overturned car is hanging on your grill. 
Flicking on his emergency four-ways, the trucker radioed for police and ambulance assistance, 
then reached over to grab the truck’s fire extinguisher. 

seakeakakeok 
The co-pilot brought out the Heckler and Koch MP5K, inserted the thirty-round magazine and 
cocked the machine gun. “Okay, bring me as close as you can to the car. Try to keep it in the spot 


light,” he said to the pilot. Buckling into a rear, right-hand seat of the chopper, a spray of fresh 
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snow hit him in the face as he opened the helicopter's side door and aimed the machine gun 
downward. 

“T’ll do my best, but he’s driven into a hydro right-of-way. You’ll have to be my eyes on 
your side of the chopper. Make sure we don’t come too close to the wires or hydro towers,” the 
pilot said. 

Keeping as near to the middle of the hydro corridor as he could, the pilot dropped closer 
to the car, following it as it bounced along the rough road below. The co-pilot let out a volley of 
9mm rounds, spraying the trunk and shattering the rear window of the car. Both pilots saw 
Victor’s car swerve below as he tried to avoid the spray of bullets. 

“Shadow One, this is Rovers 3 and 4, come in.” 

“Shadow One here, what are your positions?” the pilot asked while trying to give his co- 
pilot the best shooting angle and still keep them away from the hydro lines. 

“We’re just coming up to the hydro field. We see your search light in the corridor and the 
target vehicle. We’ll be behind the target in seconds.” 

“Roger that Rover units, see you soon, Shadow One out,” the pilot said and moved in 
closer to Victor’s car. 

“Try to bring my side closer to the target’s driver’s side,” the co-pilot shouted over the 
noise as he readied for another shot at the vehicle. 

The pilot tried to oblige, swinging the helicopter slightly to the left to give his co-pilot a 
clearer shot at the target. Unfortunately, he neglected to see a heavy cable stretched between the 
two, parallel lines of hydro towers. The chopper unexpectedly jolted backward as the cable 
resisted being pulled away from its moorings. Flying into a tailspin, it tangled its “T’ shaped rear- 
fin in a set of hydro lines and sent a shower of sparks to the ground as the power lines snapped 
one by one. The torque of the spinning rotor tore the cable away from the towers and it became 
tangled in the helicopter’s blades. As the pilot lost control of the aircraft, it heaved down and to 
the right falling nose first into the lead pursuit car. 

seakeakokeok 
“Base to Rovers | and 2, come in,” Israel Cohen radioed. 
“Base...this...this is...Rover 2,” Aaron answered. His voice tense, frightened, Cohen 


thought. 
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“Rover 2, what the hell has happened to you and Rover 1? Are you two anywhere near 
the fireball that’s just erupted from the westbound lanes of highway 2?” 

“Roger that Base. Rover | is...” Aaron, in pain, gingerly took another look at the burning, 
twisted metal of Jimmy’s car as it sat, upside down on the trunk of his own car. “Rover 1, Jimmy 
is dead. I’m trapped. Rovers 1 and 2 are down...” Aaron said, his voice shaking. Weakened by 
the crash, he swooned and fell unconscious onto the steering wheel, his radio slipping to the 
floor. 

“Rover 2, Aaron, come in... Aaron...” Not receiving a response, Cohen slammed his fist 
against the arm of his seat and directed the pilot to fly over the accident scene. A few minutes 
later he’d get another nasty surprise. 

seskeakokeok 
“Shadow One, this is Rover 3, what the hell are you doing? Why is your search light moving so 
crazily? Shadow One, come in... Shadow One...I’m just under your...oh shit!” Misha just 
managed to make out the chopper as he came up through the driving snow and what he saw made 
him hit the brakes. 

Looking up to locate the aircraft Misha found his car bathed in sparks, and then the beam 
of the search light turned on him. Realizing what was going to happen, Misha attempted to shift 
the car in reverse. The last sound he heard was the helicopter's spinning rotor tear through the 
sides and roof of his vehicle. The blades sliced clean through Misha’s upper torso, severing it 
from his lower half. Seconds later the terrified faces of the chopper's occupants came into view as 
its nose plowed into the hood of Rover 3, erupting into flames. 

Just a car length behind Rover 3, Rover 4 made an abrupt stop and began reversing to get 
as far away from the flames and the flying debris as possible. 

“Base, this is Rover 4, we’ve got an emergency here!” 

seskeakakeok 
The hail of bullets shouldn’t have surprised him. He might have guessed that they would use 
force to stop him. While expecting the next volley of bullets at any moment, he was thinking of 
his next move. The hydro field didn’t seem to be giving him the cover he’d hoped for, nor had 


the growing snow storm - he was wrong. 
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Victor glanced again into his rear-view mirror and gave a satisfied smile as he saw a 


fireball rise up into the snowy night sky. 


oh 2 2 2 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


“Oft he seems to hide his face, 
But unexpectedly returns 
And to his faithful champion hath in place...” 
John Milton 


Mossad compound, Maine, USA 
“You've got five dead and two in hospital...” 

“Spare me the body count Andrew,” interrupted Dr. Israel Cohen. Exhausted and angry, 
Cohen stood with his back to the CIA liaison officer. His sore eyes gazed through a window 
toward the snow covered guards’ barracks and the distant Atlantic ocean. The catastrophe of the 
night before weighed heavily on his mind. 

“Okay, Israel, but what excuse are you going to give your superiors regarding the four 
cars and the one CIA chopper you lost?” the younger man asked. He sat sprawled on one of the 
folding chairs at the meeting room’s table. His sparse, uncombed hair and rumpled state of his 
cheap suit showed that he also hadn’t slept the previous night. 

“T’ll cross that bridge when I come to it,” grumbled Cohen. “Wait...you said four cars? 
Have they found Sarah’s vehicle?” Cohen asked, turning to face the agent. 

“The local authorities pulled it out of Flagstaff Lake a couple of hours ago.” 

“Go on,” Cohen coaxed. 

“The lake’s close to the Quebec and Maine border. Seems a local was walking their dog 
late last night and saw a set of headlights driving at high speed along the town of Stratton’s main 
pier. Says the car never slowed down for a minute, just ran clean into the lake - splash!” 

“Any sign of a body, Andrew?” Cohen asked. 

“Well, the fellow swears he didn’t see anyone get out of the car. Figured it was a drunk 
that got turned around and hadn’t realized that he’d hit the pier. When they finally got a look in 
the car there wasn’t a body to be found.” 

“Where’s the car now?” 

“The FBI’s taken over the case and has the car in for forensic testing. If this guy’s really 
the professional you keep telling us he is, I doubt that they'll find anything,” Andrew replied. 


“We’re negotiating with the local agencies to have what happened last night swept under the 
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carpet; look at it as a goodwill gesture from our agency to yours.” The younger man gave Cohen 
a weak smile. 

“I’m sorry; things shouldn’t have spun this far out of control. I guess I felt Janet could 
handle it. I was wrong.” Cohen shook his head then turned back to the window and the darkening 
gray of the morning sky. It looks as though we’re going to get more snow, he thought to himself. 

“No matter, even though the local, state and federal authorities are pissed, no civilian was 
hurt. I think that we’ve got a good chance of making this whole affair disappear,” Andrew said 
sympathetically. “We’ve got some other news for you. It seems that a car was reported stolen in 
Stratton and dumped just outside of the town of Coburn Gore on the Quebec border.” 

Cohen looked back toward the young agent still sprawled on the folding chair, “Canada? 
Your people think he might be in Canada?” 

“That’s a distinct possibility. I know that if I were being chased by you guys that I'd take 
the shortest route out of the state. My agency is checking to see if any other unusual activity has 
occurred around the Quebec or Maine borders in the last 24 hours. We’ll keep you informed of 
what we find.” 

“T appreciate that Andrew, our people won’t forget the help you’ve given us,” Cohen said, 
allowing a faint smile to cross his lips for the first time that morning. 

“What’s your next move?” 

“Well, we’ve got to pack this hospital up and make it look like it was never here. The 
Memune is pressing me to get back to Tel Aviv for a debriefing and it’s only a matter of time 
before last night’s events cross his desk.” 

“What I can’t figure out Israel, is why you and not that other fellow from your North 
American station, what’s his name?” 

“Who, Melek?” 

“Yeah, that’s him,” Andrew confirmed. “Why didn’t he head this operation? I thought 
this was his jurisdiction?” 

“Melek’s an idiot,” Cohen snapped, “the man lost the assassin earlier this year and we’ve 
been trying to clean up his mess ever since.” 

“But your team just had him!” 


“IT know Andrew, as I said; this whole thing was a terrible mistake...” 
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“Excuse me gentlemen?” Dr. Jason Richards poked his head into the meeting room. “It’s 
Janet; she’s conscious but very fragile right now. She won’t be able to talk for long Israel, so 
choose your questions carefully. I may have to cut your interview short if I see signs that she’s 
struggling.” 

“That’s fair Jason. Andrew, you'll have to excuse me and thanks again for your help in 
this affair,” Cohen said as he followed Dr. Richards out of the room. 

seks ek 
University of Toronto, Canada 
“Tt’s a beautiful old building Jack,” Ahu said. “You said it’s modeled after the Sorbonne’s Great 
Amphitheater?” 

“That’s right. Built in 1907 to be the central meeting place for all who attended the 
university, she’s now showing her age. As shabby as she is, this grand dame needs more than just 
another coat of paint.” 

Jack fell silent as he and Ahu gazed at the Convocation Hall’s vast interior and high, 
domed ceiling. A large wooden stage at the hall’s far side saw the seats radiating away from it in 
waves, sweeping upward to where Jack and Ahu stood on the first floor isle. On the wall above 
the stage the huge pipes from the hall’s Casavant organ rose up to meet the ceiling, while two 
tiers of balconies encircled the whole chamber. “What do you mean by shabby?” asked Ahu as 
she turned to look at Jack; the hall seemed fine to her. 

“Oh, I don’t mean that the roof will fall on you or any of the 2000 or so listening to your 
speech tomorrow afternoon,” Jack replied reassuringly. “However, like any old matron who’s 
been around the social circuit too many times, she’s in need of a major face-lift. It’ll take time, 
but as the donations roll in she’ll get her make-over. Shall we head back to my office Ahu, then 
on to lunch?” 

Exiting the south entrance of Convocation Hall, the two turned west onto Galbraith Road 
and headed toward the anthropology building a block away. 

“By the way,” Jack said, “I’ve taken the liberty of booking us a luncheon date with one of 
my colleagues, Reggie Harwood. He’s going to give us some of the more obscure information on 


Casa Loma. We’ll meet him at Rower’s Pub on Thursday afternoon.” 
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He offered Ahu his arm and the two continued their tour of the university as they headed 

in the direction of his office. 

seks ek 
“Remember Israel, only a few minutes with her; she’s still very weak after the surgery,” Dr. 
Jason Richards said as Israel Cohen gazed at Janet’s prostrate body in the hospital bed. 

Janet’s helpless state stunned Cohen and he blamed himself for leaving both women so 
unprotected. Victor was dangerous, they all knew that and yet he’d let the ladies go solo with him 
- how he wished he could turn back time! 

“Janet may also be suffering from amnesia due to the concussion she received,” Richards 
added. 

Pushing through the door, Cohen quietly walked up to Janet’s bedside. 

“Ahem...” Cohen coughed to get Janet’s attention. 

“Tzz1...1t’s...1t’s good to see you,” Janet whispered. Her eyes, once so bright, were now 
dim; dark rings encircling them. 

“How are you feeling?” Cohen said. 

“Like shit, but thanks for asking,” Janet replied, trying to show that her humor was still 
intact. “I can’t move my right arm because of the pain and I’ve got one hell of a throbbing 
headache. Still, its good to be back among friends.” She flashed a look of gratitude in Cohen’s 
direction. 

“Tt’s good to have you back Janet, although I wish it were under better circumstances.” 

She was about to say something but Cohen held up his hand to prevent her. 

“T need to ask you something very important Janet,” he continued, “and I’m not allowed 
much time with you. So please, think very carefully before giving me your answer.” 

“Okay Izzi, what is it?” Janet asked in her whisper. 

“Victor Colvin, if he got into Canada where would he go?” 

Janet winced at the sound of Victor’s name. “Have you lost him Izzi?” 

“For now, yes.” 

“T’m sorry I botched things up for us Izzi. Is it bad?” 

“Don’t trouble yourself about this now Janet. Just tell me, if Victor got into Canada, 


where do you think he’d go?” Cohen persisted. 
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Looking at the ceiling, Janet’s eyes took on a faraway appearance as she tried to recall her 
past. 

“Although I’d been watching Victor for almost six months in Brampton, Sarah, Melek 
and I found nothing to suggest that Victor’s place there was anything more than a safe house.” 
Janet paused to gather her strength. “However, airport photos taken on the last day we saw Victor 
showed that he’d changed and grabbed luggage. Where did he get the new suit and suitcase that 
he didn’t have that morning? My guess Izzi is that he’s got another place in Toronto, somewhere 
more permanent. Start your search in... Cough...Cough...in Toronto...” 

Janet’s voice was fading, but she’d given Cohen what he needed, a starting point. 

“Thanks Janet, get some rest now.” 

Just before he could leave, she called to him, “Izzi, how’s Sarah? Will she be visiting me 
some time soon?” 

The look that came on his face sent a chill down her spine. 

“Will she be all right, how badly was she hurt Israel?” 

“She’s dead Janet. Sarah was killed by Victor last night, as he was escaping,” he said 
quietly. “Her body is being sent back to Tel Aviv tonight.” 

Cohen couldn’t bring himself to look at Janet, so he didn’t see the tears well up in her soft 
brown eyes as she quietly wept for a dead friend. 

“Get some sleep,” was all Cohen could mumble as he left the room. 

Outside the hospital room he turned to his assistant, “Get Melek on the phone, we’ve got 
to reactivate his team in Toronto. I’m going to talk to the boss in Tel Aviv and delay my 
departure until I see that this Toronto operation is up and running properly. I also need 
permission to ‘green light’ at least two Kidon teams. Hopefully we’ll only need our assassins as a 
last resort. 

seks ek 
Union Station, Toronto, Canada 
“Where to sir?” the cabby asked as his fare settled into the back seat. 


“Just drive,” Victor said. 
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After the close call the night before, he’d finally managed to get some rest on the train 
trip from Montreal to Toronto. Still, he didn’t have a clue where he was going in this city, only 
that something had impelled him to come here. 

“Any place in particular?” the cabby persisted as he pulled away from the curb. 

“Honestly, I couldn’t care less right now - just drive and I’1l tell you where to let me out.” 

“You a tourist or business man?” 

“Does it matter?” Victor answered. 

“Well, we’ve got some great areas in the city,” the cabby replied. “One of my favorites is 
Queen Street West. I’m a student of visual arts at O.C.A.D. and my friends and I hang out at the 
clubs and galleries along Queen Street.” The cabby was warming to his topic as he wove his way 
through traffic in the direction of Queen Street and University Avenue. 

“Ts that right?” Victor asked matter-of-factly. “This job, does it give you enough to live 
on as a student?” 

Victor saw the cabby flash a smile at him through the rear-view mirror, “I do all right. 
Driving a cab is a great way to meet people and I consider myself a people person. I even get 
contacts from time to time for my gallery shows. What do you do, sir?” 

“This and that,” Victor said evading the question. He watched as the cab crawled past the 
city traffic. 

“You’re dressed kinda’ light for this winter weather,” the cabby continued, “you coming 
here from a warmer climate?” 

Victor remained silent, staring out of the cab’s window. 

Undaunted, the cabby picked up the conversation again. 

“Here’s the neighborhood that I told you about. Anywhere along here you’ll enjoy great 
food, music and art.” 

Suddenly alert, Victor recognized the buildings, street corners, even the specific shops. 
He knew he'd been here before. 

“Where are we now?” Victor asked as the cabby brought his cab to a stop at a red light. 

“Queen and Bathurst Streets, why?” 

“T’m getting out here,” Victor announced as he threw two American twenties in the 


cabby's direction and opened the cab’s door. 
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“Hey, I can’t change this!” the cabby cried. 

“Keep it!” Victor shouted as he slammed the car’s door shut and sprinted to the north 
sidewalk on Queen Street. 

seskesk ek 
Valencia Davino was taking a customer's order when, outside the big picture window of her 
coffee shop, she saw someone she hadn't seen since spring. Dressed in a leather bomber jacket, 
khaki pants and running shoes this familiar person passed right by her shop. 

“Liz, can you take my customer’s order please, I gotta’ do something. Sorry ma’am, 
something’s just come up,” Valencia said turning away from her customer and heading to the 
coffee shop’s entrance. 

Outside the shop, Valencia looked in the direction she’d seen Victor heading. 

“Hey, you there! Mr. Colvin, where do you think you’re going?” she shouted at him. 

Hearing someone shouting behind him, Victor didn’t recognize the name and so kept on 
walking. 

Running up behind Victor, Valencia gave a firm tap on his shoulder. 

“Mr. Colvin, where you going?” she asked again as Victor turned to confront her. “You 
don’t drink coffee anymore? Or is it something I did?” 

“Are you sure you’ve got the right person?” Victor asked her. 

“What? You’re kidding me, right?” Valencia replied. Shaking because of the cold, she 
grabbed Victor’s arm and tried coaxing him in the direction of the coffee shop. 

“Wait, what are you doing?” Victor demanded, standing his ground. 

“Look, Mr. Colvin, as you can see I’ve left the coffee shop without a coat. I’d appreciate 
it if you’d come back to the shop where I can warm up and get back to work. And while you're 
there, you can have your usual coffee and then tell me where the hell you’ve been for the last six 
months. Okay?” 

Her self assurance and the vague feeling that he’d met her somewhere before enticed him 
to follow her. 

“Have a seat Mr. Colvin and I’ll get your usual,” Valencia ordered as Victor settled 
himself into one of the shop’s booths. She turned to leave his table when Victor grabbed her arm. 


“What’s your name miss? How do I know you?” he asked. 
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“What? Mr. Colvin, are you shitting me? What game are you playing?” 

“Look,” Victor said, gazing earnestly into her soft green eyes, “I’ve recently suffered a 
severe case of memory loss. I’m trying to put my past back together but it’s not so easy. You, 
however, look familiar, as does this shop and this area.” 

“Amnesia? Holy shit, how’d that happen Mr. Colvin?” Valencia asked, but before Victor 
could answer she said, “Look, Ill be back in a few minutes and answer any questions I can for 
you, now just sit tight!” 

seks 
True to her word Valencia was back within five minutes, plopping a double espresso and a ham 
and cheese bagel in front of Victor and sat opposite him in the booth. 

“But I’m...” Victor began. 

“Nonsense, eat up while its hot. You look like you could use something in your stomach,” 
Valencia commanded. 

Then she dropped a photo beside his plate. The picture was of her and Victor. Her arms 
were around his shoulders, she standing while he sat, both smiling into the camera. The coffee 
shop was the backdrop for the photo. 

“What’s this?” Victor asked, picking up the picture. 

“Proof that I know you. It’s a family photo that I keep on the bulletin board by the cash 
register and the only one I have at work,” she said casually. She watched his reaction as he 
studied it. 

“We're family?” Victor asked turning an astonished face toward Valencia. 

“Not by blood nor by marriage, but you’re the closest thing to family that ve got right 
now. You know that my relationship with my real family is the pits. That’s why, Mr. Colvin, it 
hurts so much when I don’t see you for so long.” A frown crossed her face and she looked down 
at her hands as they rested on the table. 

“Look, I’m sorry,” Victor said, “I didn’t know.” 

“Tt’s okay. I’ve never really told you how I felt about you; too shy I guess.” Glancing back 
at the photo of the two of them, she frowned, “So you say you’ve got amnesia? How’d that 
happen?” 


“T’m not sure,” Victor replied, “I haven’t quite found that piece of the puzzle yet.” 
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“Well, here’s what I know about you...” 

As Victor listened to Valencia he found her information unlocked another one of the dark 
chambers of his mind. 

ses oes 
“Look, Mr. Colvin...” 

“Call me Victor, it’s the least I could allow for a family member,” Victor joked as 
Valencia finished speaking. 

“Okay Victor,” Valencia said, flashing him a warm smile, “I’ve taken the rest of the day 
off. I thought you may need some help getting around Toronto, seeing that you’re suffering from 
amnesia and all that.” 

“Well, I could use some help locating a place to stay,” Victor replied. “Did I ever give 
you a clue as to where I might have stayed while in Toronto?” 

“Let me think...” Valencia’s eyes became distant as she tried to remember anything that 
hinted at where Victor may have lived from their past conversations. Suddenly her eyes 
brightened, “I once got the impression that your place was in Yorkville.” 

“Yorkville?” 

“Yeah, something you said in passing a few years ago. I remember that it made sense 
when I saw the type of suits you wore, the expensive watches and shoes you had and most of all, 
that car!” 

“A car? I have a car?” Valencia had piqued Victor's curiosity. 

“Yeah, I saw it on a few occasions when you stopped by the shop. Nice, a Corvette Z06, 
midnight blue if I’m not mistaken,” she said. 

Valencia got up and removed the hair band from her hair. With a shake of her head her 
thick, dark tresses fell around her shoulders. Slipping off her work shoes and putting on her boots 
and coat she turned to Victor and said, “Shall we start your search in Yorkville then?” 

ses res 
They’d been walking for almost half an hour dodging Yorkville’s pre-Christmas crowds while 
Victor tried to recognize anything of significance; this area too, was familiar to him. 
With the sky darkening, the street lights winked on just as Victor and Valencia turned 


north onto a street just off of Yorkville Avenue. Light flurries swirled around them as the air 
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grew colder. As he passed a handsome concrete and glass tower on the street’s east side, Victor 
had a strong sense of déja vu. 

“What’s wrong Victor?” Valencia asked as Victor slowed to a stop in front of the 
building. 

“T’ve been here before Valencia. I know that I’ve been here before,” he said. 

“Where, at this building, on this street?” Valencia asked. 

“Hey! Merry Christmas to you Mr. Glasgow,” a young doorman cried as he exited the 
building and waved in Victor’s direction. 

“Well...thanks,” Victor stammered. He recognized the name Glasgow as one he’d seen in 
one of his passports in that manila envelope in his jacket pocket. Try as he might though he 
couldn’t remember the name of the young doorman, although he knew he’d seen him before. 

“Glasgow? What the hell...” Valencia started to say but was cut short by Victor. 

“T seem to have misplaced my apartment keys. Do you think you could let me in?” Victor 
asked the young door man. 

“Oh sure, George’ll let you in, no problem Mr. Glasgow. Is this your daughter, sir, I 
didn’t know you had family? Name’s Steven ma’am, how do you do?” Steven held out his hand 
to Valencia. 

“Fine Steven, nice to meet you,” Valencia replied, still mystified by Victor’s new name. 

Bzzzzz 

“Have a good night Steven,” Victor said grabbing the door the guard had just unlocked. 
He stuffed a ubiquitous, American twenty into Steven’s hand; Janet’s cash was certainly coming 
in handy he thought to himself. 

“Thanks Mr. Glasgow, good night to you both,” Steven called as the front door closed 
behind them. 

“Well, welcome home Mr. Glasgow. That was some business trip. You home for the 
holidays this time?” George asked, a friendly smile sitting on his broad face. 

“T certainly hope so George. This is a family friend, Valencia.” 

“Nice to meet you miss. Oh and now that I think of it Mr. Glasgow, your car’s back from 
the shop. It’s good as new and sitting in its place in the parking garage. Here are the keys.” 


George reached into the security desk and pulled out a set of car keys, passing them to Victor. 
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“Thanks George, speaking of keys, I’ve misplaced the one’s to my apartment. Is there any 
chance of you letting me in?” 

“Tt’d be a pleasure sir,” George replied as he got up to accompany Victor and Valencia 
upstairs. 

sesteakokeok 
As Victor closed the door behind the security guard Valencia turned on him, “Glasgow? Victor, 
what gives?” 

“Tt’s okay Valencia, calm down,” he replied. He could feel her agitation. “I realize that 
I’ve got some explaining to do. Have a seat and look through this.” 

He pulled out the large manila envelope that he’d kept in his inner coat pocket and 
emptied the contents onto the living room coffee table. Taking her coat, he threw it and his jacket 
onto one of the two leather couches sitting on either side of the coffee table. 

“Drink?” he asked her. 

“Nothing for me right now, thanks,” Valencia replied as she kicked off her boots and 
tucked her feet underneath her for warmth. Her eyes grew wide with wonder as she sifted the 
envelope's contents scattered across the table’s surface. She recognized Victor’s face in each of 
the passports. However, the names James Glasgow, Father Anthony Ricci and Ando Gaspar 
didn’t register with her. 

Victor came back to where Valencia sat in the living room, scotch in hand, and watched 
her reaction to the items in front of her. 

“Where’d you get these passports, and all this money?” she asked, looking up at him with 
her green eyes ablaze. 

“They’re needed for the work I do...I think,” Victor answered, not quite sure of what he 
did. 

“Glasgow, Ricci, Gaspar, all passports with your picture but different names, different 
identities.” Her frustration was beginning to show in her voice, “Who are you, a spy? Is Victor 
Colvin even your real name?” 

“Look Valencia, if you hadn’t shown me that photo of us taken at your coffee shop, I 


wouldn’t have taken you into my confidence.” He sat down next to Valencia on the couch. “That 
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picture of the two of us told me that at one time I must have trusted you enough to allow the 
picture to be taken. Can I still trust you?” 

Valencia’s face softened at his appeal, “Yes, Victor, you can trust me. It’s just...” She 
looked back at the mess on the coffee table. “I’m confused. What does all this mean? What name 
do I call you?” 

“Victor is fine,” he answered, taking a sip of his scotch, “the rest are probably aliases.” 

“So what do you do?” Valencia persisted. “Surely you don’t need aliases for equipment 
sales? Level with me if you trust me so much!” 

Victor took another swig of his scotch then launched into his story about coming back to 
consciousness in a Maine hospital, his captivity in a house on Maine’s coast and then his escape 
to Toronto. He purposely left out the details of the deaths in Maine, especially his involvement in 
one of them and anything before his hospitalization he honestly couldn’t remember. Then he 
waited for Valencia to break the silence. 

“You're saying that CNN’s news stories helped you partially remember some of your 
past?” Valencia asked. "That you were stuck in a house in Maine with only a TV as therapist?" 

“I know it sounds crazy, but I was grasping at anything I could in Maine. Anything that 
would help me put two-and-two together.” 

“You still haven’t told me what you do, or think that you do,” Valencia persisted. She 
wished she could read him better. 

“T’m an agent of some kind,” Victor replied. 

“What, government, which one?” 

She’s sharp, Victor thought, her questions were helping him clear some of the mental fog 
that still kept him captive. “I don’t think I work for a government,” he answered. 

“Really, how do you know? Do you think you might find the answer in your apartment?” 
Valencia asked tension again audible in her voice. 

“T don’t know Valencia, that’s possible once I make a search,” Victor responded lamely. 
Now she felt distant; her wall was up and he wasn’t going to break through anytime soon. 

“This is bull shit Victor, if that’s even your real name!” she spat. “I get the feeling that 
you’re not telling me something. Maybe you’re lying to me outright, I just can’t tell.” Valencia 


slipped on her boots, got up and retrieved her coat from the other two-seater. 
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“Where are you going, Valencia?” he asked her. 

“T’m going home, it’s late,” she said. “I can’t help feeling that you’ve fed me load of crap. 
I thought we trusted one another? You don’t treat someone you care for this way.” 

“Wait, okay...I’m sorry. Maybe we can try again...” 

“Here, take this,” Valencia said, cutting him off. She handed him a ticket that she’d 
pulled from her purse, “It’s for a lecture and book signing tomorrow afternoon at Convocation 
Hall. My girlfriend had to pull out so you’re my date - don’t be late.” 

“But after what you’ve just said to me, why would you want me to come with you?” 

“Because Victor, I hope that tomorrow you’ll trust me enough to tell me the truth. Meet 
me at the south entrance to the hall at one o’clock sharp,” she commanded, her voice cold. 

Victor watched as Valencia walked down the hallway toward the elevators, taking a sip of 
his scotch he pondered what to do next. 

seats akeok 
“Now I’ll take one last question from the audience before the book signing,” Dr. Ahu Eser said 
into the microphone. 

The speech had gone well. From the caliber of the questions she knew that the audience 
had been paying attention. However, with the heat from the spotlights, the closeness of the stage 
and its stale air she felt her energy wane; she wanted to escape. Just a little longer Ahu, she said 
to herself. 

“Yes, Dr. Eser, your talk has been fascinating...” Valencia began. 

“Thank you,” Ahu interrupted, suddenly noticing a familiar face in the audience. The face 
of that someone who sat next to the young student asking her question, the sight of that face 
made her blood run cold - was it possible he was still alive? 

“T’m Valencia Davino, a master’s student at the university.” 

“Yes, and your question,” Ahu coaxed. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Was James 
Glasgow really sitting in the audience next to this young student, or was it his ghost? 

“Dr. Eser,” Valencia continued, “can your team really prove the existence of the other 
Sagalassos tablets?” 

There was a collective in-take of breath and dirty looks shot in Valencia’s direction but 


she continued on undaunted. 


18 


“The academic community seems irrevocably split into two camps - those who believe 
and those who don’t believe in those tablets,” she said. 

Ahu blinked to make sure she wasn’t seeing things. Yes, James was still there. His brown 
eyes riveted on her and she felt that they were boring their way through to her heart. 

““Ahu, is there anything wrong?” Professor Jack Paterson whispered as he came up beside 
her at the podium. 

“T...I don’t know Jack,” Ahu stammered. The audience grew restless as they awaited her 
answer; the rumble of their voices growing louder. 

Jack Paterson took hold of the mike, “I’m sorry folks but that’s...” 

“No, Jack, Pll answer the question,” Ahu said, digging deep inside herself for the extra 
bit of energy she needed. “I’m sorry Valencia, what was that question again...oh, yes, the other 
tablets.” 

She took a deep breath then decided to give out one of her team’s closely guarded secrets. 

“T know of the other tablets through two letters,” Ahu continued. “One letter from one of 
my, now deceased archaeologists that originally told me of their existence. This letter, as most of 
you know by now, I burned at her request.” 

The audience’s restlessness returned as their anticipation rose. They guessed that she was 
going to let slip a new piece of information. 

“The second letter came from the late Father Marco Pedretti. This is the man who had 
hand delivered the seventeen tablets to the Vatican’s Prime Minister himself,” Ahu said. “I 
believe that both he and Fehime Fulin died because of what they knew about the tablets.” 

Another communal gasp came from the audience, and then a rumble of voices as 
everyone tried to speak at once. Flash bulbs popped as the media’s photographers jockeyed to get 
the best shots of Ahu while reporters tried to storm the stage. 

“Ahu, are you sure it was such a good idea to give out this secret?” Jack asked, but 
realized that she’d stopped listening. To his amazement, Ahu leapt off the stage and pushed her 
way toward the hall’s exit doors. 


HB 28 2 ok 


“T believe that both he and Fehime Fulin died because of what they knew about the tablets.” 
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Another piece of Victor’s mental puzzle clicked into place at hearing Dr. Ahu Eser utter 
these words. Now he remembered the reason behind his Vatican assignment. However, he knew 
he hadn’t killed the priest or the cardinal, but who had? Now, this archaeologist on stage - where 
had he seen her before? What was her relationship to him, he wondered? 

“Come on Valencia, let’s get out of here,” Victor said as he grabbed her arm and coat, 
directing her to the isle. 

“What? Victor, what the hell are you doing? Why the rush? I was hoping for an 
autograph,” Valencia said as Victor’s firm grip forced her to walk with him to the hall’s north 
exit, 

“Tl explain later Valencia, just trust me.” 

“That’s the problem Victor, trust, that’s something we’ve got to clear up today.” 

Victor and Valencia were now walking across King’s College Circle and onto the snowy 
expanse of the Front Campus grass. Unexpectedly, Valencia felt herself pushed aside by an 
unknown assailant. Turning to see who this person was, she had little time to react to what 
happened next. 

seakeakokeok 
Storming up the isle, Ahu kept James Glasgow within view. She ignored the compliments, 
questions and requests coming from all sides of her as she continued to wade her way through the 
crowd, toward the north exit doors. 

Pushing through the doors, she saw her quarry cross King’s College Circle. Picking up 
her pace, she caught up to the pair as they entered the snow covered, grassy expanse. Ahu shoved 
Valencia off to one side and, grabbing James Glasgow by the shoulder, spun him around and her 
right palm connected with his left cheek. The sound of the slap was like a thunder clap 
reverberating between the university’s buildings. 

“You bastard James!” Ahu screamed, approaching for a second go at him. Raising her 
hand, Ahu found it unexpectedly pinned by Valencia. 

“Oh no you don’t, Dr. Eser! You can’t just go around hitting people like that,” Valencia 
scolded. Victor also brought up an arm to block another blow from Ahu. 


“Let go of me!” Ahu screamed again. 
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“Ahu, for heaven’s sake - folks, what the hell’s going on here,” Jack Paterson gasped as 
he jogged up to the little group. “James, you’re alive!” 

A crowd began to form around them. The photographers captured new pictures of Ahu 
and her confrontation with Victor, and those photos would support big headlines in Thursday's 
papers. 

“You heartless fuck!” Ahu screamed again, ignoring Jack’s advances as Valencia let go 
of her arm. “I loved you and you betrayed me in the Vatican Gardens. You shit; you’re just a 
filthy assassin!” She burst into tears, all semblance of control gone. 

Putting an arm around Ahu for comfort, Jack Paterson turned on Victor, “What the hell 
did you do to this young woman?” he asked. “You had us all fooled. We thought you saved lives, 
not took them!” His glare at Victor was blistering as he turned Ahu in the direction of 
Convocation Hall and walked her out of the expanding crowd of onlookers. 

“Victor, what the hell does Professor Paterson mean by you taking lives? What’s this 
about an assassin?” Valencia asked as she shook off her stupor. 

Victor ignored her questions. Ahu’s blow had helped complete the rest of his shattered 
memory. All his past emerged from its long hibernation somewhere within his subconscious; the 
contract on the Vatican’s Prime Minister, the events in Switzerland and San Marino and even his 
relationship to Dr. Ahu Eser. He realized too, that his feelings for Ahu had been mutual and that 
he felt embarrassed, disgusted with himself for being who he was, just ‘a filthy assassin.’ 

Acting on instinct, Victor bolted, his ‘fight or flight’ launching him through the crowd of 
onlookers, across the snowy common and toward the nearest taxi. He ignored Valencia’s pleas to 
wait and secured himself into a cab parked in front of University College. 

“Drive!” Victor commanded. 

“Where to, sir?” the cab driver asked. 


“T don’t care; just get me the hell out of here. Now drive.” 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


“Tt is in our ears that evil lies, and it is from our hearts that it must be plucked out.” 


Bertrand Russell 

Western Anatolia, Turkey 

The regular but muffled “thwap, thwap” sound of the MH-60 Black Hawk’s rotors would have 
lulled him to sleep if he’d not been so high on adrenaline. Three long years it’d taken to get this 
far in what should’ve been a simple murder investigation. Why, Serhat wondered, what motive 
did the General Directorate of Security and above it the Ministry of the Interior, have in 
preventing the apprehension of individuals suspected of murdering Fehime Fulin? He drew his 
heavy woolen overcoat tightly around his navy blue uniform, to ward off the chill air in the 
helicopter's cabin. 

Captain Serhat’s pale, dour, unshaven face gazed toward the horizon passing by his small 
window as he pondered the most recent past. Absently fussing with his salt and pepper mustache, 
he remembered how hard it’d been for his police force in Istanbul to receive necessary 
intelligence, manpower and material to pursue the case. Luckily, pressure from New Scotland 
Yard and Interpol, and the break he’d received from the former Sagalassos archaeologists, kept 
him from languishing in Istanbul. 

“Captain Serhat,” a voice broke into his thoughts through his headset. Serhat looked up 
toward the cockpit of the helicopter and saw the copilot signaling him to look down toward the 
ground. 

The chopper swept low and fast along the scrubby Anatolian plain with the vast 
Sagalassos excavation quickly coming into view. Serhat noted how it sent dirt and debris flying 
as it passed overhead, forcing archaeologists and their workers to scramble for cover. Some even 
tried in vain to wave the helicopter away in hopes of preventing further disruption to their 
particular area. Unconcerned about the disruptiveness of their arrival, Serhat and the MH-60's 
crew were here for one reason only. 

As they approached the northern-most end of Sagalassos, Serhat gave a weak smile, 
grunting with satisfaction as he saw that the Gendarmerie Command units had arrived on 
schedule. The assault troops, with automatic weapons at the ready, had already exited the two-ton 
truck and some senior officers were milling around the parked Humvees. Serhat could just make 


out the grotesque, bearded figure of Bozkurt Beyazit through the billowing cloud of dust that the 
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Black Hawk kicked up as it made its approach to land. A phalanx of soldiers marched the 
handcuffed Beyazit out of Sagalassos and toward the chopper; Serhat would remember this day 
for the rest of his life. 

sees ok 
Yorkville, Toronto, Canada 
“units of Turkey’s police SWAT force, the Ozil Tim, have swept through major cities today. In 
a coordinated effort, the military’s Gendarmerie Command has fanned out across the 
countryside and searched Turkey’s smaller towns. 

“Authorities aren't saying who they’re targeting, but anonymous sources close to the 
Ministry of the Interior tell CNN that a group known as the 'Black Turks' are the object of this 
police dragnet. According to these sources, the Black Turks are accused of the crimes of 
blackmail, kidnapping, extortion, acts of terrorism and are also implicated in the three-year-old 
murder of the Sagalassos archaeologist, Fehime Fulin. 

“In other international news, CNN reporter Robert Sokovensky is following breaking 
news at the Vatican. Robert... 

“Thank you Shirley. I’ve learned that the Vatican’s police force, the Vigili, is cooperating 
with Italian authorities in the on-going investigation into two recent Vatican murders. Father 
Marco Pedretti, former head of the Turkish archaeological excavation at Sagalassos, and 
Cardinal Elberich Richter, the Vatican’s late Prime Minister, were both killed earlier this year. 
Sources close to the Italian investigation don’t know whether the murders are related but I’ve 
been told that Cardinal Richter’s assistant, Father Carl Schoenheit, has been taken into custody 
for further questioning. 

“Now back to you Shirley." 

“Thank you Robert. Staying with international news, there are still no solid leads into the 
murder of a priest, Father Anthony Ricci in San Marino, Italy, this year. A man that Interpol is 
seeking...” 

Victor switched off the television as he headed to answer a knock on his apartment door. 


Unusual, he thought, that the building’s staff should be disturbing him. 
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Victor ambled to the door clad only in his slacks. He grabbed the shirt he’d hung on a 
nearby chair and peeked through the door’s ‘spy-hole’ as he put the shirt around his shoulders. 
Instead of the familiar face of the security guard, he saw someone whom he least expected. 

“Valencia, what are you doing here?” he asked as he swung the door open. 

“Thanks, it’s nice to see you too Victor,” Valencia dead-panned. 

“Sorry,” Victor said, “only, I’m not accustomed to having unannounced visitors. How did 
you get past security?” 

“I sweet-talked Steven and George into letting me in without calling to let you know. I 
said that I had a surprise for you. By the way, they gave me a much nicer greeting than you’ve 
managed to so far,” she said, a mischievous look coming into her eyes. 

“Right...So much for building security when you need it. Why are you here Valencia?” 

“Look, are you going to invite me in or are we going to carry on a conversation out here 
in the hallway?” 

“Okay, come on in,” Victor said stepping aside. 

“Wow, you’re cuter than I imagined you to be without clothes. Nice chest! How do you 
stay so cut?” Valencia asked sweeping her hand across his bare chest as she passed him. 

“T’m not naked Valencia and need I remind you that I’m old enough to be your father.” 

“Minor details, Victor,” Valencia said in an off-hand way, “just minor details...” Her 
voice trailed off as she flashed him a smile; he didn’t like the look in her eyes. 

“Relax young lady,” Victor commanded. “Now, why are you here? I don’t have the time 
or the patience...” 

“T haven’t forgiven you for abandoning me at the university yesterday,” she interrupted. 
Valencia dropped her coat onto one of two, leather couches in Victor's living room, kicked off 
her boots and curled herself into the empty couch. 

“T needed some time alone - time to think,” Victor replied. He sat on the arm of the 
leather two-seater facing Valencia. 

“T bet you did Victor.” Valencia didn’t take her eyes off him, trying again to read a man 
she thought she knew. “After you took off I decided to try to get some answers for myself. It was 
obvious that Dr. Eser and Professor Paterson knew more than I did, so that was the place to 


start.” 
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“You talked to them?” Victor asked, his curiosity aroused; he admired the tenacity of this 
young lady. 

“All Professor Paterson would tell me was that I’d be better off staying away from you. 
That I’d be doing society a favor by calling the police and having you arrested.” Valencia looked 
for some spark of a reaction from Victor as she settled further back into the comfortable couch; 
she spread her arms lazily across the top of its backrest. 

“Ts that all he told you?” Victor coaxed. 

“Well, I couldn’t leave with just this cryptic warning, so I pressed the professor further. 
He then told me some ‘cock and bull’ story about how you kill people for a living. I told him that 
he must have the wrong person and then I left. I decided that I’d have to get the truth from you 
myself, seeing as you owe me that.” 

“And where was Dr. Eser all the time you were with the professor?” Victor asked. 

“Resting at the rear of the stage. She insisted that she’d go ahead with the book signing, 
so they rescheduled it to give her a half-an-hour break before hand.” 

Victor got up and headed into the kitchen. 

“Hey, where you going; what about coming clean with me Victor?” Valencia asked, 
jumping off the couch. 

“T need a coffee first. You want anything, coffee, juice...milk?” Victor asked with a hint 
of derision in his voice. 

Valencia followed him into the kitchen and plunked herself down in one of two kitchen 
chairs beside a small table. Looking at him, she gave a playful snort in answer to the insinuation 
in his last remark. 

“Nothing thanks. Now, what the hell do you do that seems so mysterious and scares two 
very intelligent university professors so much?” Valencia demanded. 

“Not just Professor Paterson and Dr. Eser...” Victor mumbled, looking into his coffee 
cup. Turning to her he asked, “So, you don’t believe what the professor told you?” 

“Oh come on Victor, you kill people! Working as a waitress for as long as I have, 
I figure that ’'m a pretty shrewd judge of character. Although you’re fit, you don’t look or act 


dangerous. You don’t give me the impression that you could kill someone.” 
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“Well, the professor is right,” Victor said quietly, taking another sip of his coffee and 
watching for her reaction. 

“Excuse me?” Valencia asked. “What did you say?” 

“T said that the professor is right Valencia. I’m a contract killer. That slap on my face 
from Dr. Eser helped put the remaining pieces of my shattered memory back into place and I 
suddenly realized that I kill people for a living.” Victor’s tone stayed matter-of fact. His manner 
remained calm as he cradled the steaming hot coffee in his palms. 

“How...how could you be as casual about something as horrible as this?” Valencia 
demanded, leaning forward to not miss a word of his reply. 

“Look, Valencia, some people sell things, others make stuff and still others run a country, 
I...well I kill people for a living. Someone puts out a contract on someone else and I fulfill it.” 
Victor casually rubbed his hand across the stubble on his face - can’t forget to shave, he thought 
to himself. 

“You’re not sorry about what you do? What about embarrassment? No feelings of guilt 
for the lives you’ve taken?” Valencia’s dismay showed in her tone. 

“At one time, no, I had no regrets. Like I said, it was a job and an exciting one at that. 
How could I feel guilty and still be good at what I do?” 

Momentarily looking away from Victor, Valencia took some time to collect her thoughts. 
“What do you mean, at one time?” she asked, turning to face him again. 

“Tt’s hard to explain Valencia,” Victor began, taking another sip of his coffee, “but 
recently I’ve been feeling more...dirty. I guess that’s the best way I can say it. In the last few 
years, each time I’ve accepted an assignment I’ve felt as if ve added another layer of filth; 
something that can’t be scrubbed away in any shower.” 

“T don’t understand?” Valencia asked, looking puzzled. 

Victor tried again. “It’s not a form of physical filth, but a kind of psychological or 
spiritual grime. I guess it might be latent guilt; years of professional murders grinding away at my 
soul, if there is such a thing, and now I’m feeling their affects. It’s like an alcoholic whose liver 
has finally refused to process anymore booze and the physical and psychological problems that 


appear because of this. Does any of what I’ve just told you make any sense?” 
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Nodding, Valencia smiled and said, “I think, Victor that your conscience has finally 
caught up to you. It’s time you retired.” 

“This year’s assignment was supposed to be the last,” Victor confirmed, “but I seem to 
have stumbled onto something more complicated. That’s why I’m glad you’re here Valencia, I 
could use your help.” 

“Really Victor?” 

Brightening, Valencia jumped up and walked over to Victor. Wrapping her arms around 
his bare waist, she locked her hands behind him. Drawing her face closer to Victor’s, she inhaled 
his scent and this sent a thrill through her body. She embraced the warmth coming from him. It 
was time to show exactly how she felt about him and ignite that passion which she hoped 
bubbled just below his surface. 

“Whoa, Valencia, what are you doing?” Victor asked as he tried to pull away from her, 
attempting to put some space between them. 

“Oh come on Victor! Two days ago, when I mentioned how much I cared for you,” 
Valencia said, “you must have guessed the truth about my feelings for you? Don’t you assassins 
have a sixth sense about people? You couldn’t put two-and-two together?” 

While she looked up at Victor, her eyes turned into pools of bright green water, her lips 
became a moist, plump pink. The hungry look that she gave Victor made him restive. How could 
he get Valencia to help him when she obviously had other things on her mind? 

She didn’t wait for Victor’s answers. Instead, Victor found himself locked into a long, 
languorous kiss that he hadn’t initiated. 

“Hold on Valencia,” Victor demanded, pushing her away to arm's length, his stare cold. 
“Calm down! I can’t give you the type of attention that you’re craving from me. We can be 
friends - not lovers! Besides, I need to talk to Dr. Ahu Eser and I'd like you to arrange it.” 

Valencia’s body stiffened in Victor’s grip and she became disconsolate. The mention of 
‘the other woman’ in Victor’s life had acted like a bucket of ice water that extinguished 
Valencia’s flame. Pulling away from Victor’s grasp, she quietly walked back to the kitchen chair. 

“Why do you need to see her, Victor?” Valencia challenged, flashing a brief look of 
contempt in his direction. “What does she mean to you?” 


“What are you talking about Valencia?” Victor replied, playing dumb. 
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“Why did she say, ‘she had loved’ you? What type of relationship did you two have?” 
Valencia persisted. 

Realizing what Valencia was driving at, Victor did some quick thinking; he really needed 
Valencia’s help to get in touch with Ahu. 

“Valencia, there’s nothing between us,” he lied, “it’s strictly business. Any feelings she 
may have had for me are in the past.” Victor went on to tell Valencia everything he remembered 
about that night in the Vatican Gardens. 

“So you see Valencia, it’s unfinished business,” he repeated. “I’ve got to find out what 
that Cardinal was trying to tell me, and if Dr. Eser was there that night she may hold the key to 
the Cardinal’s message. So, will you help me or not?” he asked. This would be his last attempt to 
get her cooperation. 

With her legs pulled up under her chin, feet clinging to the edge of the seat, Valencia 
maintained a vacant expression as he told her his story. Now as he finished, the change in her 
was amazing. Her feet dropped to the floor as she turned in her seat to face him and from the 
demeanor of a hurt school girl grew the old Valencia he’d known. Her old self-assurance, plain 
speaking and good humor returned and the innate beauty within her blossomed like a flower that 
had just weathered a storm. 

“Okay, Pll help you,” she stated, “but whatever you do, I want to be a part of it.” 

“But, Valencia...” 

“But nothing, Victor,” she interrupted, “you need me and I want you. Despite the age 
difference, I want to prove what an asset I can be.” 

“All right,” Victor agreed, “what do you propose?” He wondered what sort of Faustian 
deal he was about to make with this little she-devil. 

“Dr. Ahu Eser will be at the University of Toronto’s faculty Christmas party at Casa 
Loma tomorrow night. I think that there may be a way to sneak you in to see her. Are you 
interested, Victor?” 

“Valencia, I’m all ears. Impress me.” 


oh 2 2 eo 


Yonge and Bloor Streets, Toronto 
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“Have you guys seen these yet?” Franco asked, dropping a clutch of daily papers onto a small 
desk in the back office of an El Al travel agency. 

“Today’s papers, Franco, when the hell would I have the time to read these?” growled 
Melek; he shot the young agent an impatient look. 

Twenty-something with a medium, athletic build and closely cropped scalp, Franco 
looked uncomfortable in the sport jacket, slacks and dress shoes he wore for his cover as a travel 
agent. He probably preferred living in soccer uniforms, Israel Cohen thought. 

“Melek, give the young fellow the benefit of the doubt. You’ve found something 
pertaining to our investigation Franco?” Cohen asked. 

“Yes sir, Dr. Cohen. Check out page two of the Sun, the picture’s better, though you’ ll 
get more story from the Toronto Star or the university’s own paper,” Franco replied. “I gotta’ go, 
seems everyone wants to travel to Israel these days.” 

As he left Melek grabbed the Sun, flipped to the page and let out a low whistle. Cohen 
nodded when he saw the picture. 

“So it looks like we only need to find this Dr. Ahu Eser, and we’ll find our man,” Cohen 
said while scanning the article. 

“Who’s this Dr. Eser? Is she an accomplice or something?” Melek asked, flipping 
through some of the other papers on the table. 

“Where have you been for the last year Melek, under a rock?” Cohen asked, not 
attempting to hide the incredulity in his voice. 

“What do you mean?” 

“This woman was the Chief Archaeologist at the Sagalassos excavation in Turkey. That’s 
where they found the now infamous tablet,” Cohen replied. 

“So? What would an assassin want with an archaeologist?” Melek grumbled, now fixated 
on the sports section of the Sun. 

“That’s a good question Melek. My guess is if we keep close tabs on her, we’ll soon run 
into Victor Colvin and discover their relationship.” 

Cohen picked up the desk phone’s receiver, pressed in an extension and Franco answered 


from the other room. 
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“Franco, you’ve read the articles concerning our target and the archaeologist already?” 
Cohen asked. 

“Yes sir.” 

“Good, could you follow up and track Dr. Eser down. We need to put a watch on her as 
soon as possible.” 

“T’ve all ready started sir,” Franco replied. He didn’t see the impressed look Cohen 
flashed to an unappreciative Melek. 

“Casa Loma will be hosting the University of Toronto’s faculty Christmas party 
tomorrow night,” Franco continued, “and Dr. Eser will be the guest of honor. Do you want me to 
put men in place to watch the event Dr. Cohen?” 

“Leave it with me for the moment Franco, Melek and I will get back to you shortly,” 
Cohen said. 

Hanging up the telephone’s receiver he turned to Melek, “Franco is really on the ball, 
where did you find him?” 

Melek looked up from the papers for the first time and turning his petulant gaze in 
Cohen’s direction said, “He’s a new agent assigned to your station in Rome. When the Memune 
heard you were coming to Toronto rather than back to Tel Aviv, Franco was re-directed here. 
He’s mine until Victor Colvin is captured. I’ve also got another new guy, Simon, speaking of 
which...” 

Another young man with a mop of black hair and tailored suit poked his head into the 
office. 

“Gentlemen,” he greeted Melek and Cohen, “the Kidon teams have arrived in Toronto. 
They passed through customs with little trouble and are en route to our office as we speak.” 

“Thanks Simon,” Cohen said as the young man left the office. 

“Assassins, how many and what the hell for? I thought we had to take Colvin alive?” 
Melek growled. 

“We’ve got four. I didn’t tell you because I didn’t know if the Memune would approve 
the allocation. Hopefully we’ll take Victor Colvin alive,” Cohen replied, “they’re just a little 


added insurance.” 
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“And how long does the boss say that you can meddle in my station’s business?” Melek 
asked. 

“What, you didn’t read the memo?” Cohen chuckled. “I’m with you until Victor Colvin is 
either captured or killed.” 

“Great! When do I ever get time to read memos?” 

seks ek 
Harbord Street, Toronto 
The mid afternoon sun glinted off of the lens of Professor Reggie Harwood’s glasses as he took a 
few minutes from his talk to polish them. The rays, reflected onto the wood-paneled walls of 
Rowers Pub, looked deceptively warm. Outside, winter’s cold breath scratched frost lines across 
the windows. The frigid day contrasted sharply with the interior comfort surrounding Reggie, 
Professor Jack Paterson and Dr. Ahu Eser as they sat eating their lunch. 

“So as you can see,” Reggie continued, “Casa Loma is really nothing more than a 
megalomaniac’s dream come true; a financier who had too much money and too little sense. He 
and his wife went broke before they could spend ten years in the place.” 

“TIsn’t it unfair to call Sir Henry a megalomaniac, Reggie?” Jack asked him. 

“Jack, any man that spends that much money on a house that looks like a castle is a 
megalomaniac in my books.” Reggie looked toward Ahu for support. 

“Well Jack,” Ahu agreed, glancing in his direction, “it does sound as if the man had an 
egotistical personality, or perhaps it was just very poor fiscal management.” 

“Okay, I get it, two against one. Poor Sir Henry Pellatt isn’t going to get a fair trial with 
this group...ha...ha...ha...” Jack chuckled good-naturedly. 

Despite their occasional differences, it was hard not to like Reginald “Reggie” Harwood, 
the university’s professor of Native American studies and resident specialist on Toronto lore. 
Often reminding Jack of a young Kris Kringle, Reggie’s neatly trimmed beard surrounded a 
small nose and narrow eyes that broke into laugh wrinkles every time he smiled. His patient, 
outgoing and equitable treatment to all had endeared him to staff and students alike. 

“So, getting back to the castle Reggie, you’re sure that there aren’t any rumors of 


undiscovered passageways or cubby-holes in Casa Loma?” Jack asked. 
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“As I said Jack, the public’s got access to ninety-five percent of the building already. 
Whatever they can’t access is either storage or office space. Back in 1937 the Kiwanis Club of 
Toronto accepted the management of Casa Loma. At that time, they had structural engineers go 
through the place with a fine tooth comb just to make sure that it wasn’t going to fall down. 
What the people see today is what the Kiwanis Club found and fixed up back then,” Reggie 
concluded. 

Leaning back in his chair, a smile broke out on Reggie’s face, “Come on Jack, why are 
you and Ahu are so interested in Casa Loma?” 

“We think,” Ahu said, breaking her silence, “that something may be hidden there.” 

“Well,” Reggie said, “I’ve heard stories and legends too. There are always myths 
surrounding places like Casa Loma. Stuff like accounts of the Sinclair Templar treasure being 
hidden in the castle. Also, there’s the hoard of Masonic loot that's supposedly buried somewhere 
in the dungeon. Some wiseacres even quip that Sir Henry paid for the construction of the castle 
with money he swindled off his investors.” Reggie leaned forward and took a sip from his beer, 
“T mean, where the hell did he get all that money to build this fairy tale pile?” A smile broke out, 
sending his whole face into a caricature of the Coca-Cola Santa Claus. 

“‘What’s the size of this thing that’s supposed to be hidden in Casa Loma?” Reggie asked, 
his curiosity not satisfied. “Oh, wait a minute...do you two think that the other tablets have made 
their way into Casa Loma? Is that what you’re trying to find there?” 

Both Jack and Ahu nodded and Ahu spoke first, “Please Reggie, don’t say a word about 
what we’ve discussed. Our source is unconfirmed, but we have strong reason to believe that they 
may have been hidden in Casa Loma as far back as three years ago.” 

“How big would this haul be?” Reggie asked. 

“T’m thinking it would fill something the size of a big, hockey bag.” Jack replied. 

“There are the offices or storage rooms, but someone would’ve surely found something 
that size after three years. No, perhaps the only place that may have something is the old 
swimming pool. Since it was never finished, there may be weak points in the walls that might 
push through to reveal some undiscovered grottos,” Reggie concluded, leaning back in his chair 


and sipping at his beer. 
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“Great Reggie, Jack and I were hoping to do some snooping tomorrow night at the 
Christmas party. Now we’ve got a starting point,” Ahu said appreciatively. “Please remember to 
keep what we’ve talked about to your self for now.” 


“No problem,” Reggie replied, “mum ’s the word." 


oho ae ok 


Queen and Bathurst Streets, Toronto 
“Hey Liz,” Valencia called as she refilled the shop’s coffee maker, starting a fresh batch, “are 
you still working that catering job on the side?” 

“Yeah, why Valencia?” 

“Are there any jobs coming up?” 

“Funny you should ask,” Elizabeth replied, “the company’s catering the University of 
Toronto’s Christmas party at Casa Loma and we could still use some staff. Care to make some 
extra cash?” 

Breaking into a smile, Valencia nodded in Elizabeth’s direction and said, “Just let me 


know where and when Liz.” 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


“Where your treasure is, 
There will your heart be also.” 


St Matthew 


The Kingsway, Toronto - Friday morning. 

Valencia Davino took a few moments to stamp her feet on the stone walk that led up to the front 
door of the Paterson’s Georgian-style home. She stomped not so much to rid herself of the excess 
snow on her boots as to get warm. The Arctic chill that had made an unexpected appearance over 
Ontario would at least ensure a white Christmas, she mused. 

A step onto the front stoop, and two purposeful strides forward brought her to the heavy 
wooden door of the house. Rapping a brief but sturdy knock, it took a few moments before she 
heard a stirring on the other side. 

“Yes? What can I do for you?” Charlotte Paterson asked as she pulled open the door; 
slightly disheveled, she wore an ivory house-robe tightly wound around pink flannel pajamas. 

“Hello, Merry Christmas Mrs. Paterson,” Valencia chirped. She swooned briefly as the 
warm, inviting fragrances of fresh baking and hot apple cider washed over her from the home’s 
interior. “I’m a student at your husband’s university. Actually, I’m studying in his department.” 
The tantalizing smells reminded her that she’d skipped breakfast and with the cold, only added to 
her discomfort. 

“Oh, well Jack’s not here at the moment,” Charlotte replied. “Did you want to leave a 
message for him?” 

“Actually ma’am,” Valencia corrected her, “I was hoping to speak to Dr. Eser. It’s 
important, but I shouldn’t be long.” She patted her upper arms and started a little hop on the spot 
in an attempt at warming herself. 

Charlotte Paterson, seeing the young woman’s chilliness, invited her inside, “Why don’t 
you come in for a moment and warm up. I'll see if Ahu, that is, Dr. Eser is available.” Valencia 
gratefully stepped out of the deep freeze and into the cozy foyer. 

“Poor child,” Charlotte remarked, “it really is nasty out there and so close to Christmas 
too! Here, let me take that cold coat of yours.” Valencia obliged and Charlotte hung the coat on a 


hook over the foyer’s heat register. 
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Leaving her boots on the front mat Valencia stepped further into the house. She peeked 
down the hall and into the living and dining rooms, realizing that the Paterson’s home reminded 
her of her Nonna’s place. A little more elegant perhaps, but with that same sort of sensibility that 
grandparents from the Old World always seemed to show. 

Rich, dark wood paneling lined the walls of the hallway, stairs and dining room. Festive 
Christmas decorations and lights mingled with the exotic burgundy, green and gold fabrics of 
overstuffed sofas and chairs. Intricately patterned, Asian area rugs lay at intervals over the dark, 
oak floors, while interspersed around the various rooms were finely carved tables and beautifully 
wrought lamps in brass and copper. 

“Dr. Eser will see you in just a moment dear,” Charlotte said, her voice breaking into 
Valencia’s thoughts. 

“Oh...yes, thank you Mrs. Paterson,” Valencia replied. “You’ve got a very beautiful 
home.” 

“Thank you dear. Now, why don’t you have a seat in the den and I’ll bring you some 
apple cider and Christmas cookies.” 

“That'd be great, thanks!” Valencia curled up in a soft, calf-skin sofa and closed her eyes, 
luxuriating in the sofa’s embrace. 

“Yes, you want to see me about something?” Ahu asked. 

Valencia started at the sound of Ahu’s voice as it broke the silence hanging about the 
room. Looking up, she saw Ahu standing patiently at the entrance to the den. Her long, silky 
black hair hung in a loose ponytail and she wore a simple blue track suit, white sweat socks and 
slippers. She’s a house mouse, Valencia thought while quickly appraising her, not the tiger I 
mistook her to be last Wednesday at the hall. 

“Ah, yea...” Valencia began, still a bit groggy with sleep. “I’ve come...” She paused, 
unsure how to start. 

“Yes?” Ahu coaxed. 

“Someone asked me to see you on his behalf,” she said. Avoiding the archaeologist’s 


gaze, Valencia realized the awkwardness of her situation. 
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“Tt’s him, isn’t it? James Glasgow sent you. I remember seeing you with him at 
Convocation Hall,” Ahu challenged. She couldn’t hide her contempt at finding Valencia instead 
of James himself coming to plead his case. 

“Actually, his real name is Victor, Victor Colvin. James Glasgow is only an alias. It’s one 
of his many aliases, as I’ve just learned,” Valencia said. 

“Do you know what he does for a living?” Ahu asked, fixing Valencia with a withering 
stare. 

Not taking the bait, Valencia said, “He’s an assassin. I know that. He came clean with me 
yesterday.” 

“And you approve of that? You don’t mind that he kills people for a living?” Ahu 
persisted; as Valencia sensed some tension in her voice. 

“No, of course not! I do mind, but that’s not the point. That’s not why I’m here,” 
Valencia replied, dropping her feet to the floor and leaning forward, both hands firmly on her 
knees as she confronted Ahu. “Look, sit down and let me tell you why I’m here.” Ahu complied, 
sitting in one of the big leather easy chairs across from the sofa. 

“Let’s cut through the bullshit here and be honest, okay Dr. Eser?” Valencia asked, seeing 
Ahu stiffen at the vulgar phrasing of her request. 

Charlotte stepped into the room before Ahu could reply, and placed a tray of steaming 
apple cider and freshly baked Christmas cookies on the coffee table between the women. 

“Have some snacks ladies, please, help yourselves. You know, once Jack gets his hands 
on the cookies, there won’t be anything left for anyone else. Ha, ha, ha...” Her laugh was hearty 
and inviting; both Ahu and Valencia couldn’t help exchanging smiles at Charlotte’s friendly jab 
at her absent husband. 

Once Charlotte left the women alone again, Valencia grabbed a couple of cookies and a 
mug of the hot cider. Ahu, cradling a mug of her own in her lap, leaned back in the chair and 
waited for Valencia to reopen the conversation. 

“Look Dr. Eser, when you were tearing a strip off Victor on Wednesday afternoon 
everyone within earshot couldn’t help hearing you say that he’d betrayed you. He let you down in 
some way. I don’t need to know how, but I do need to know whether you’ll forgive him long 


enough to allow him to help you solve a problem of yours.” 
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“T don’t see how he can conceivably help me,” Ahu responded. She took a long swig of 
her cider, as if wanting to wash a bitter memory away. “I'll have to hear more about his proposal. 
By the way Valencia, you don’t have to worry about me getting between you and James... I mean, 
Victor. What happened between us in the past will remain in the past.” 

“What? Are you crazy doctor?” Valencia grabbed another cookie, took a bite out of it and 
said, “It’s not me he’s interested in, it’s you. Fuckin’ guys, they’re all so fuckin’ transparent! 
Victor Colvin is still in love with you Dr. Eser, whether you like it or not.” 

Valencia looked away from Ahu, trying to hide the hurt she felt at Victor’s snub the day 
before. What could this older woman offer that she didn’t have, she wondered? Glancing back at 
Ahu, Valencia noticed that Ahu now sat very still and her sad, dark eyes took on a far-away look. 

“Tf it makes you feel any better,” Valencia said, “he’ll never see me as anything more than 
a surrogate daughter. But this is all beside the point; we’ve got to talk about your problem. 
You’ve got to tell me where you think the Sagalassos tablets are hidden.” 

seskesk ek 
Valencia spent the next half an hour negotiating with Ahu, trying to convince her of Victor’s 
willingness to help. Ahu, appreciating the younger woman’s forthright honesty, realized that it 
wouldn’t be such a bad idea to have help in retrieving the tablets; that is, if they really were 
somewhere in Toronto’s Casa Loma. 

Relenting to Valencia's pressure, Ahu agreed to allow Victor to plan the extraction of the 
tablets during the faculty Christmas party that evening. Her only condition was that no one dies 
by Victor’s hand; a promise she knew that she couldn’t enforce. 

“Oh shit!” Valencia shouted after glancing at her watch. “I’m late; I’ve got to get going. 
See you tonight Dr. Eser.” 

Jumping off the sofa Valencia rushed to the front door, bidding a speedy good-bye to 
Charlotte Paterson whom she passed as she ran out the door. Throwing on her coat, hat and 
boots, she was out of the front door in a dash. Flying off the stoop, she nearly knocked Jack 
Paterson off his feet as she ran to a waiting Corvette Z06 idling at the Paterson’s curb. 


“Merry Christmas, Professor Paterson! See you tonight,” she shouted as she passed him. 
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With fresh dry-cleaning in arm, all Jack saw was a flurry of dark hair, flapping scarf and 
coat tails as his mysterious greeter rushed passed him. Then she disappeared into the car’s 
interior. 

“Right,” Jack mumbled, “tonight then...” His voice trailing off as he watched the car 
pulling away from the curb and disappear down the street. 

seakeakokeok 

Casa Loma, Toronto - Friday night. 

Victor quietly dropped onto the thick, fluffy snow that blanketed the north-west corner of the 
stable grounds. Melting into a shadow cast on the rough stone wall, he surveyed the darkened 
property. The night air was clear and sharp, biting through his dark thermal clothing and sending 
a prickling sensation across the surface of his skin. Despite the sub-zero temperatures, however, 
his adrenaline charged system produced waves of heat that became trapped in his black toque; 
beads of sweat ran down the nape of his neck and froze on his collar. 

Unshouldering his dark duffel bag Victor drew out a small, hard-shelled carrying case 
containing five syringes and he clipped it to his belt. Again heaving the bag to his shoulders, he 
ran silently toward the north side of the stable building. Gently dropping the duffel bag into a 
darkened patch against the wall, he went hunting for the guards that he guessed would be milling 
around the grounds. 

Continuing down the west side of the stable complex Victor stopped momentarily to take 
in his surroundings. His sensitive hearing picked up what he thought was the sound of a man’s 
groan. Moving in the direction of the noise, Victor rounded the corner of a gardener’s cold hut 
and saw the silhouette of a man in a light colored overcoat. Quietly removing one of the syringes 
from his case, Victor held it delicately in his right hand and popped its protective cap off with his 
thumb, exposing its razor sharp tip. 

Keeping out of sight, Victor moved obliquely toward the rear of where the man stood, 
positioning himself just a few feet behind and to the left of the fellow. Victor heard the man’s 
urine splash against the exterior wall of the stable’s potting shed and he noted the fellow’s last 
groans as he emptied the remaining liquid from his bladder. 

As the man began to reinsert his penis into his pants Victor made his move, crossing the 


remaining few feet that separated them with a cat-like stealth. From behind, Victor quickly 
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wrapped his gloved, left hand over the man’s mouth and forced his head backward, 
simultaneously driving the syringe in his right hand, deep into the man’s neck. 

With his hands still on his fly, the Mossad agent had little time to react before he felt the 
needle’s prick. Then 200mgs of ketamine solution emptied directly into his carotid artery, 
sending its cold sting through his system. Victor counted silently to himself, holding the man 
from behind and feeling the fellow’s fight rapidly disappear; the catalepsy took hold within thirty 
seconds of the injection. With twice the recommended dosage in the fellow’s system, Victor 
hoped to buy himself at least an hour’s time before the effects wore off. 

Propping the fellow against the wall on which he’d just urinated; Victor realized this was 
no ordinary security guard. 

“David, where the hell are you?” Simon shouted in a subdued tone. “I need to bum a 
cigarette.” 

This second man rounded the southern portion of the potting shed, coming from the front 
of the stable complex. From his accent, Victor guessed he was Israeli. Was it the Mossad again 
he wondered? How had they caught up with him so quickly? 

“David!” Simon quietly shouted again. “I know you’re around here somewhere.” 

Victor did some quick thinking. He backed further into the shadow of the potting shed 
and flicked his lighter on and off a few times. At the same time, with his free hand he reached for 
another syringe and popped off the protective cap, readying its needle. 

“Ah, there you are!” Simon said relief audible in his tone as he approached where Victor 
stood. “I’m fucking freezing and dying of withdrawal at the same time. I must’ve forgotten my 
smokes back at the agency. Look, David, I'll buy you a whole carton of cigs if I end up smoking 
all of yours tonight - deal?” 

As Simon stepped up to the shadowy area by the wall where Victor hid, Victor came out 
to meet him; the dim glow from an exterior lamp nearby falling across his face. 

“Tt’s a deal buddy,” Victor replied, grabbing hold of the man. 

“What the... Who the hell are...?” 

Victor cut Simon's exclamation short, wrapping his left hand around the agent’s neck and 


dragging him closer. It didn’t take Simon long to realize what had happened to him as he felt the 
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syringe’s sting and his body grow numb, then weak and unstable. The last thing he saw before his 
world went dark was Victor’s smarmy grin. 
seskeakokeok 

Franco, leaning against the driver’s side of an unmarked police car, gazed admiringly at the stone 
facade of Casa Loma. Awash in the green and red glow of spot lights planted around its 
perimeter, the castle had a cheerful, festive air about it. Looking toward the castle’s carriage way, 
Franco noted the warmth emanating from the ground floor windows. The sounds of caroling 
came from within the building, escaping each time the huge front doors opened to admit another 
of the arriving guests. Oh how he wished he were back in Italy... 

“Damn it’s cold in this country,” Franco said, looking into the open window of the cruiser 
and the officer within. “How do you people stand it?” 

“You just get used to it friend,” the constable replied. “I’m from Edmonton originally and 
we ve had temperatures as low as minus forty Celsius. This is balmy weather for us.” The young 
officer continued filling out some paperwork as he spoke. 

“Geez, just the thought of that temperature turns this Calabrian boy’s blood to gelato...” 

“Franco,” Dr. Israel Cohen interrupted, “where’s Melek?” 

Looking up at Cohen, Franco pointed north, “He’s grabbed one of the police constables 
and had her drive him to the stables. He wants to check on Simon and David, sir.” 

“T see. And how are you doing? Keeping warm?” 

“As much as possible, sir,” Franco said. “Pll either jump into one of the warm vehicles, 
or switch with one of the inside guys on the hour, as per your instructions sir.” 

“Good, carry on Franco,” Cohen said. 

Turning to leave on a tour of the castle’s grounds, Cohen hesitated upon hearing his name 
shouted out by an unfamiliar voice. He looked in the direction of the call and saw a woman, he 
guessed to be in her mid forties, approach him from the castle’s carriage-way. She had a long, 
finely featured face with prominent cheek bones and short blond hair under which shone soft, 
blue-gray eyes. Wrapped closely around her slender frame was a dark colored, thigh-length down 
coat, out of which protruded a long sweater and black cargo-pants. Practical, ankle-high boots 


and insulated, black leather gloves completed her outfit. 
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“Dr. Cohen?” she asked, extending her hand in the Mossad agent’s direction, a modest 
smile crossing her lips. 

“Yes, and you are?” Cohen asked, shaking her hand. 

“l’m Maria Gardener, Canadian Security and Intelligence Service. Captain Davidson told 
me that I’d find you out here. Reviewing the troops?” 

“T was just about to. To what do I owe the pleasure of meeting with an officer of CSIS 
tonight?” 

“Captain Davidson called to let us know about your surveillance at the castle,” she 
answered. “I’m here to make sure you keep your people on a leash. If there is to be any gun play, 
I'd appreciate it if you’d let the local police do it.” 

“My men are not dogs, young lady; they’re highly trained agents that know when and how 
to use force. We aren’t looking for a fight tonight, but if we find it, we'll meet it with whatever 
means necessary to reach our objective.” 

“And that is?” Maria asked. 

“Having spoken with the Captain, you’ve probably been briefed about the target we’ve 
been hunting for over a year now. His name is...” 

“Victor Colvin? Please, while I follow you on your rounds, tell me more about this man. I 
can also assure you that our agency only wishes you the best of hunting, as long as you play by 
my agency’s rules. For now, let the local authorities do your dirty work,” Maria said reassuringly. 
"This is their jurisdiction after all. Your people stay as observers and collect the spoils when the 
trap has sprung.” 

seks 
Victor easily snapped the padlock on the north-west stable door. Pushing the door open, he 
grabbed the duffel bag and entered the stables. The security system for the building was 
rudimentary, nothing more than a simple ‘household-style’ system that he’d surreptitiously 
bypassed the day before when, acting as a tourist, he’d cased Casa Loma’s properties. 

As he walked through the stable building, Victor flashed the reddish beam of his Mag- 
Lite around its interior. Mahogany lined horse stalls flanked him on both sides and his damp, 
rubber soled shoes squeaked on the stable’s Spanish-tiled floor. Victor quickly crossed the short 


distance, reaching an alcove and stairwell on his right. 
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Ducking down the alcove’s steps, Victor again turned to the right and headed south, into 
a short underground passageway that ended in the Pellatt’s garage buildings. He resurfaced in the 
garage's office and immediately dove below the room's window sills to avoid the unexpected 
appearance of a brilliant light that flooded its interior. A police car had swept into the stable 
complex’s eastern courtyard from Walmer Road, shining its headlights through the windows of 
the complex’s buildings and dissipating the surrounding gloom. 

With its engine shut off and its headlights extinguished, the cruiser’s occupants exited the 
vehicle. Victor used the returning darkness to move swiftly toward his next objective, a stairwell 
on his right-hand side which led down to a passageway below the potting shed. The corridor 
terminated in an entrance to the 800 foot tunnel that ran a winding course southward to the castle. 

seskeakokeok 

Professor Jack Paterson, dressed in tailored tuxedo and wing-tipped, black brogues, leaned 
against a raised marble planting bed that ran the circumference of Casa Loma’s famed 
Conservatory. With him was his wife Charlotte, attired in a one-shouldered, ivory evening gown 
that shimmered as its satin highlights caught the Christmas lights of the nearby tree. Doctor Ahu 
Eser stood beside them admiring the domed, stained-glass ceiling of the Conservatory and 
wearing an equally elegant royal blue, off-shoulder, floor-length gown. Both ladies had 
exchanged their practical winter boots for Manolo heels. 

The Conservatory, festooned with Christmas decorations, shone in a myriad of 
multicolored, dancing lights. It's large, cast-bronze and glass doors that separated it from the rest 
of the castle added an especially brilliant surface upon which the festive lights twinkled. 
Christmas plants such as ivory and red Poinsettias, together with pink, white and ruby Cyclamen 
were interspersed among the tropicals in the raised, marble planter. The intoxicating fragrances 
from the Cyclamen intermingled with the women's expensive perfumes wafting through the 
Conservatory's air. 

“Ahu, I’ve got to agree with you,” said Charlotte, “this has to be my favorite room in the 
castle. Who cares about some old suits of armor when you’ve got all this beauty around you?” 
She followed Ahu’s gaze toward the stained-glass ceiling which was back-lit with six hundred 


electric lights. 
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“But hon,” Jack pleaded, “just think of the history held in every one of those metal suits. 
People fought and died in them. You can’t get any closer to the real person than with one of these 
metal cocoons.” He looked toward Ahu, hoping for some support from a fellow archaeologist. 

Smiling, Ahu nodded and said to Charlotte, “We diggers of dirt have a soft spot for the 
old and the dead. However, when it comes to armor, I think there may be a bit of the little boy 
coming out in every man. It's likely a throw back to the days when they played with their tin 
soldiers.” 

“Ha, ha, ha... Ahu, you’re a woman among men!” Charlotte exclaimed. “To be able to 
stand toe-to-toe with the men in your field and give as good as you get, yet still be able to flash 
your feminine appeal and sensibilities when needed. I admire you for that!” 

“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean hon?” 

“Never mind Jack, you wouldn’t understand,” Charlotte said, fixing him with that 
matronly look that so withers a husband’s ego. 

“No, but I have to admit,” Ahu replied, “the wax figures of Constantine the Great and 
Joan of Arc are as life like as the horses they’re riding. As I was admiring them I wondered if 
they, like their horses, were products of the taxidermist’s art. And the armor that both figures are 
wearing, they’re just brilliant! If this really is only a small part of the Vatican’s military 
collection then I wouldn’t mind seeing their other treasures...” 

“Hey! There you folks are,’ Reggie Harwood interrupted as his little group walked 
through the bronze doors into the Conservatory. ““What do you think about those suits of armor? 
And those horses!” 

Ahu and Charlotte exchanged amused glances and turned to greet the newcomers. 

“Jack, Charlotte, you remember my wife Charlene, don’t you?” Reggie asked, making the 
introductions. His wife was a pretty red head whose curly tresses fell to her shoulders while her 
bright blue eyes sparkled with an energy that matched her husband’s. Her short-sleeved, 
burgundy satin gown complimented her freckled, milky skin and the rich red of her hair. 

“Honey,” Reggie continued, “this is Dr. Ahu Eser. Doctor, my wife Charlene.” The two 
women exchanged their greetings and then Reggie introduced the other member of his group. 

“Doctor Eser...” 


““Ahu, please Reggie,” Ahu corrected him. 
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“Ahu, this is the Dean of our university, Mr. Charles Sagemore Hepplewaite.” 

The Dean was a diminutive man with a slight stoop, thinning gray hair and large, round 
glasses that made him look like an owl. 

“Tt’s a distinct pleasure to meet you doctor,” said the Dean as they shook hands. “I’m 
sorry to have missed your lecture on Wednesday but I’ve heard nothing but good reviews.” 

Before Ahu could reply to the Dean’s compliment, Valencia approached the little group 
and made the long awaited announcement. 

“Sorry to disturb you folks,” she said, “but dinner is ready and will be served in the 
Regimental Dining Room next door. We’re asking that everyone please be seated.” She made a 
slight curtsy in their direction and then turned back toward the kitchens. 

seks ek 
“Hi Gary, I’ve brought you some dessert,” Valencia announced as she slipped into the small 
room off the main entrance foyer to the castle. The cramped room served as both the castle’s 
ticket-booth during visiting hours and the security office after hours. 

“Thanks Val, it’s kinda’ nice that someone remembers that I’m here,” the young man 
replied. Big boned and meaty, the six foot five, three hundred pound line-backer for the 
University of Toronto Blues did a little security work after hours to pay his way through school. 

A big smile came to his ample face when he saw the huge slice of Black Forest cake 
Valencia presented. 

“Wow, you trying to get me fat girl?” he joked. 

“Oh Gary, with your build no one would notice the extra pounds. Besides, I know how 
you guards are treated; my brother had to put himself through school on a guard’s pay and that 
was no easy task. Eat up and Ill see you later, okay?” 

“Okay Val, thanks,” Gary replied. 

The young man plowed into the cake with gusto as Valencia shut the door behind her. 
She hoped that the large dose of laxative she’d hidden in it would work its magic quickly, so that 


she wouldn’t be late for her upcoming appointment with Victor. 


oh 28 2 ok 


21 


With the Mag-Lite held between his lips, its red beam illuminating the door lock, Victor worked 
the picking tools until he heard a click. Gently turning his right hand counter clockwise he drew 
back the lock, and then pried the door open with a small crow bar. 

Re-shouldering the duffel bag, Victor entered the tunnel and carefully re-latched the fire 
door behind him. At his brisk walking pace Victor knew that it would take him approximately six 
minutes to traverse the eight-hundred feet of tunnel. Valencia would be waiting for him at the 
other side with the castle door ajar. 

Taking a moment to gather his energy, he drew in a deep breath and with it came the 
damp, cold, musty air that lay festering in the old passage. Stifling a sneeze, he slowly, 
deliberately let out the air and focused his thoughts on the job ahead. His watch read nine 
o’clock. Luckily, despite his brief encounter, he was still on schedule. Show time he thought, as 
he started south along the nearly century old passageway. 

oh 2k 28 2K Kk 
“David! Simon! Can you guys hear me?” Melek shouted at the two, incapacitated agents. The 
beam of his flash light picked out their prostrate bodies lying against the potting shed wall, just 
hidden behind a gardener’s cold hut. He’d felt their pulses and found them weak. 

Melek turned to the young, Toronto police constable who approached him from the south 
side of the stable building. 

“Constable, radio for an ambulance. I’ve got two of my men here who are unconscious. 
And notify your people that the suspect we’re after is making his way to the castle.” 

“Yes sir,” the constable replied, turning to jog back to her car. 

While scowling at the two men lying in the snow, Melek flipped open his cell phone and 
speed-dialed number. 

seakeskokeok 
“..80 I came to this country in 1990. Poland, after the wall fell, was still a mess. Besides, for a 
young woman such as me the allure of the West was just too irresistible,” explained Maria. She 
and Cohen were playing a little question and answer to help break up the monotony of their tour 
around the castle grounds. “I anglicized my name to Gardener and have happily worked for CSIS 
since 1993.” They were strolling along the south terrace of Casa Loma, enjoying the wintry 


freshness of the night’s air. 
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“Do you ever regret...” Cohen began to ask as his cell phone’s ring cut their conversation 
short. “Excuse me Maria,” Cohen said, walking a few feet away from her. “Yes Melek, what is 
it? 

“You're kidding me, both men down?” 

Maria’s curiosity peeked as she listened to Cohen’s replies. So Victor Colvin was making 
an attempt tonight after all! Surely he must realize what he’s up against, she thought. 

“Right, Pll alert the other men. Let me know what else you find at the stables.” Cohen 
clicked the phone shut and turned to Maria. “He’s here, you probably guessed that from my 
conversation,” he remarked. 

“Ts he really as dangerous as your people say he is?” she asked. 

As the image of Sarah’s body lying prostrate on the floor of the house in Maine flooded 
his memory, Cohen nodded, “Yes, I’m afraid so. ve waited a long time for this day to come.” 

Speaking into a miniature microphone on his coat collar, Cohen warned his men that 
Victor Colvin was on his way and that they should stay alert. 

sects ek 
“You're late!” Victor said from the darkness of the tunnel. With the Mag-Lite in his left hand and 
picking tools in his right, he’d given up waiting for Valencia and was about to pop the fire door 
open at the castle side of the passageway. 

“Hey, by my watch I’m out by only five minutes, besides I’m new to this type of work,” 
she quipped, poking her head around the door, the master key ring still dangling from her hand. 

“T need every minute I can get if I want to find the tablets and get out of this place alive,” 
Victor growled in reply. 

“Look, I’m sorry, but the laxative took longer to work in the guy’s system than I thought 
it would. I couldn’t grab any keys until he was safely sitting on the toilet.” 

Quietly sliding past her, Valencia passed Victor the ring of keys while he placed his 
duffel bag on the ground and took a peek into the main, basement corridor of the castle. 

“Distract that police officer and make sure his back is to me. Go now!” Victor 
commanded. 

Not used to being ordered around Valencia hesitated briefly, but catching the cold glint in 


Victor’s eyes, her reticence evaporated; this was not the same Victor she knew. 
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“T said GO!” he commanded in a stern whisper and man-handled her around the corner of 
the wall, directly into the path of the oncoming officer. 

“Excuse me, Miss what are you doing there?” the officer asked as he approached her. 

“T...1 was just looking for the ladies room. We’re not allowed to use the one on the first 
floor - for the guests only,” Valencia lied. 

The officer frowned, looking Valencia over, “So you’re with the catering company?” 

“That’s right,” she replied. Taking small steps, she forced the officer to follow her as she 
spun around, bringing his back in line with where Victor Colvin was hiding. 

“The washroom’s behind you Miss.” 

“Oh, right! Thanks. By the way,” Valencia said, moving closer to the officer, “I’m only 
doing this catering while in university. What I’d really like to do is become a Toronto cop. How 
do I go about applying?” She smiled sweetly at the officer and noticed he’d become more relaxed 
in her presence. 

“Well... you could start by... What the?” the police officer said as he turned in the 
direction of a tap on his shoulder and received a head butt full in the face from Victor. 

As the officer’s nose exploded into a fountain of blood, Victor stepped toward the man 
and followed up with a left jab to his solar plexus and a right hook to his jaw. The officer was out 
cold before his body hit the floor. 

“Help me bind and hide him Valencia,” Victor said as he dragged the police officer’s 
limp body back to the tunnel’s vestibule. 

Valencia stood transfixed, dazzled by the speed of Victor’s assault on the cop. Moving as 
if in a dream, she accepted the master key ring from Victor and obligingly opened one of the 
utility rooms just off of the vestibule. She’d just unlocked the door when Victor pushed past her, 
dragging the bound officer behind him. He deposited the unconscious man inside the room and 
grabbed the officer’s gun and radio, stashing them both in the duffel bag. 

Closing the door behind him, Victor turned to Valencia and asked, “Where in the castle 
does Dr. Eser suspect the tablets are hidden?” 

“She told me this morning that she and Jack think that the unfinished portions of the 


swimming pool hold the most promise,” she replied. 
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“My thoughts too. Yesterday I scoured this place from top to bottom and the only place 
that looks probable is somewhere behind the walls of the unfinished pool. Now, how many 
officers and agents have you noticed around the castle?” 

“Very few seem to come to the basement, I don’t know why,” Valencia replied, “but ’ve 
seen four hover around the first floor and at least two on the second and third floors.” 

“Okay Valencia, go on ahead and give me the ‘all clear’ sign. Let me know when it’s safe 
to go to the pool end of the corridor.” 

“Right,” she replied. 

“Oh, and ask Dr. Eser to meet me in the swimming pool in a half-an-hour’s time. And 
Valencia?” 

“Yes?” she asked, turning to look at him. 

“Thanks for your help, you’ve been great,” he said quietly. 

“No problem, I’ve got to go,” Valencia replied, a small, triumphant smile breaking out on 
her lips as she walked into the main corridor. 

seskeakokeok 
On receiving the all clear from Valencia, Victor cleared the basement’s main hallway, was 
through the anti-room and into the swimming pool chamber in a matter of a few of minutes. 
Dropping the duffel bag by a wall on the dusty, tiled pool deck he unzipped it and reached inside, 
pulling out a small lap-top and hand held scanner. 

Powering up the computer, he pulled up the desired program, and plugged in a tiny 
wireless receiver into the lap-top’s USB port. Victor then pushed a ‘test’ button on the back of 
the grip of the scanner. A tiny box with the word ‘receiving’ flashed on the screen of the lap-top. 
He was now ready to use the ground penetrating radar equipment - but where to start? 

Victor’s Mag-Lite shone around the swimming pool area and he noticed that the tiled 
walls of the pool’s deck looked undisturbed. The concrete walls of the pool itself were another 
matter entirely. Looking like a patch-work quilt of repairs, the pool's walls promised to be a good 


place to start his search for the tablets. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


“Tt matters not how straight the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll, 
Iam the master of my fate: 

I am the captain of my soul.” 


W.E. Henley, Invictus 


“Franco, hold up a minute!” 

It was Dr. Israel Cohen, coming from the direction of the castle’s Peacock Alley, its main 
hallway on the first floor. He’d caught the younger Mossad agent on the landing of the grand 
staircase, midway between the first and second floors. With the party guest's castle tour over and 
their dinner well underway, the faculty Christmas party now confined its celebration to the 
castle's main floor. The local police and the Mossad agents on the other hand, had the freedom to 
roam the rest of the building in peace. 

“Yes sir?” Franco replied, stopping in front of another Christmas tree that occupied a spot 
just under a window on the landing. 

“You’ve come to relieve one of the inside fellows and to warm up?” Cohen asked. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Melek’s just called, our target is on the move and may already be on the castle property,” 
Cohen said, as the two men continued up to the second floor hallway. 

Franco followed Cohen to a length of railing running along the south side of the corridor 
and opposite the grand staircase; this part of the hallway overlooked the castle’s Great Hall. Both 
men casually observed as some of the revelers strolled among the armorial displays scattered 
throughout the hall. 

“T received news of the target through the police radio, sir. I was just on my way to alert 
the others on the upper floors,” Franco said, still watching the Christmas party’s guests from his 
perch twenty feet above them. 

“Good man. I’ve sent one of our people to the basement to meet up with the police officer 
down there.” 

Franco, still leaning against the hallway’s railing, looked up at Cohen and said, “I noticed 


the castle’s security guard a few minutes ago. He doesn’t look too healthy.” 
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“Yes,” Cohen nodded, “I noticed him too. He keeps running to the men’s room. We 
shouldn’t have expected much help from a security guard anyway.” 

“That’s true, sir.” 

“Keep sharp Franco and contact me if you see or hear anything important.” 

seskesk 
As dessert was served in the Regimental Dining Room, Valencia wove back and forth among the 
glittering crowd of academics, always making sure she moved closer to Ahu’s table. 

“You know Dr. Eser,” began the Dean, as he took a short break from his piece of Black 
Forest cake, “I’ve very much enjoyed your new book. But I can’t help mentioning that the 
mystery surrounding your Sagalassos excavation is the most fascinating part of it.” 

“Thank you, Dean Hepplewaite. Unfortunately, all of the extraordinary events that have 
occurred around the Sagalassos find have likely exaggerated its importance in the eyes of the 
public,” Ahu replied. She looked up as Valencia approached her chair. 

Valencia leaned toward Ahu’s ear and quickly passed along Victor’s message. Ahu 
nodded her understanding. 

“Coffee or tea anyone?” Valencia asked, straightening up and offering the thermoses 
around. With her mission accomplished at Ahu’s table, Valencia moved to another nearby. 

“Please excuse me a moment,” Ahu said as she got up to leave the table. 

“Dr. Eser, if your going to the ladies room I’ll come with you,” Charlene Harwood said. 

“Actually, I wouldn’t mind going too,” added Charlotte Paterson. 

“What's with you women and communal bathroom trips?” Reggie Harwood piped up. 
“Jack, do we know if this behavior is something passed down from our prehistoric ancestors?” he 
quipped. A general air of amusement swept through the men of the table as the spouses only 
rolled their eyes. Still Ahu remained aloof. 

“No, please ladies,” Ahu responded, “I just need a little air. I’d prefer it if I could be alone 
for a moment.” 

“Ts everything all right Ahu?” Charlotte asked, a note of concern in her voice. 

“Yes, ’m fine. Please continue to enjoy yourselves. I won’t be long,” Ahu replied. 
Getting up to leave the table, she surreptitiously slipped a paper napkin toward Jack Paterson’s 


right hand. 
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Ahu had warned Jack earlier in the day to expect a message from her some time during 
the evening, so the message-drop came as no surprise to him. He decided to wait until the 
dancing had begun in the library next door before he’d examine the note from Ahu, although 
he’d already guessed what it would be about. 

seks ek 
Excuse me, Ma’am, where are you going? These stairs are off limits to guests,” the police 
constable said to Ahu, blocking her approach to the grand staircase. 

“T’m afraid that all the stalls are occupied on this floor’s ladies room. I was told that there 
is another washroom in the basement and I would very much like to go before I have an 
accident,” Ahu replied, giving the officer her best show of dignified desperation. 

“T see. It’s just...oh, all right, but please be quick about it Ma’am. If you see any officers 
downstairs, just let them know that I’ve let you go down there.” The officer stepped aside 
allowing Ahu access to the stairs. 

“T appreciate that officer,” Ahu said, as she descended the stairs. “I'll be back in a flash.” 

On reaching the basement, Ahu found it deserted and in semi-darkness. She turned to her 
left, traveling east along the hallway toward the swimming pool’s side of the basement. 

Entering the anti-chamber just in front of the swimming pool room, Ahu groped in the 
semi-darkness toward the door to the pool. She found the door was ajar and pushed it further 
open. As she entered the castle’s swimming pool chamber she saw Victor inside the empty pool, 
working quickly and by the light of a portable electric light. 

By the glow of the mini lantern, Ahu noticed that Victor used a hand held scanner to trace 
six-foot long, horizontal swaths of the wall. An arched colonnade flanked the pool on either side, 
and ornate tile covered the walls around the pool's deck. On the pool’s north deck a laptop sat 
open with horizontal radar images scrolling across its screen. As each section scan ended Victor 
pressed a button on the grip of the scanner and the laptop gave a corresponding ‘beep’ to show it 
had received and saved that section’s data. The lap-top gave a complete picture, filled with light 
and dark areas, curvy lines and indefinite shapes as each sweep ended. 

“Hello James...er, I mean Victor,” Ahu said in a loud whisper. 

“Ahu! Do you know how to read the data of a GPR system?” Victor asked, as he 


continued his sweep of a section of wall. 
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“Are you familiar with the use of a gun?” she responded. “Of course I know about ground 
penetrating radar, archaeologists use it all the time.” 

Ignoring her tone Victor continued, “Right, then begin reviewing the sections that I’ve 
already swept and let me know if you see anything significant. We’re looking for...” 

“T know, we’re looking for some void big enough to contain a carrying bag full of 
cuneiform tablets.” 

Walking over to the laptop, Ahu kicked off her high heels, hiked her fitted gown above 
her knees and knelt in front of the keyboard. She chose to view the sections as horizontal slices 
of data as opposed to three-dimensional blocks. These horizontal slices gave her a better idea of 
what was behind each section of wall at any given depth. Beginning her review, she saw that the 
electromagnetic pulses sent through the concrete were surprisingly uniform. Considering the age 
of the unfinished swimming pool, its concrete was still in very good shape. 

Flipping past section after section, Ahu recognized the occasional hyperbolic reflection of 
an imbedded object that she guessed was conduit for electrical wiring and water. Occasionally 
she would see tiny imbedded anomalies, perhaps minor cracks or air pockets, but nothing big 
enough to hold a hockey bag. 

To relieve the tedium of the search, Ahu decided to try to get the truth out of this man she 
thought she knew. Secretly thrilled to see Victor, whom she'd known as James, she gave thanks 
to Allah that he'd survived that night in the Vatican Gardens. However, her gratitude only went 
so far due to his deceitfulness; she wondered if her love for him had survived the lies. 

“Would you care to tell me who you really are?” she asked. “What is it you really do? 
And why were you in the Vatican Gardens late at night last May, threatening a Cardinal’s life?” 

“Do we really need to go into this now Ahu?” Victor asked. 

“Tt may be the only chance I get to put my feelings about you to rest. So humor me,” Ahu 
responded sternly, an icy edge to her tone. 

“Okay, but speak softly, this castle is crawling with security people,” Victor replied. 
“First, my real name is Victor Colvin...” 

As he went on scanning each remaining section of pool wall, he laid out the whole, 
unvarnished truth about himself for Ahu to see. He realized that there was no reason to deceive 


her any longer. 
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oh a a ok 


Valencia saw the agent pass her as she stepped from the north wing of the castle’s basement, the 
section where the cafeteria held its supplies. Carrying a box of paper towels and cleaning items, 
she passed the elevator on her right when she saw him out of the corner of her eye, passing to her 
left. He hadn’t noticed her and was making for the anti-chamber just in front of the swimming 
pool’s entrance. 

Quietly lowering the box of supplies to the ground, Valencia stealthily moved to the 
intersection of the north hallway and the main basement corridor. Peeking around the corner 
toward the direction of the swimming pool’s anti-room, she noticed that the agent had discovered 
the door to the anti-chamber ajar. Valencia saw him reach into his jacket and cock his head at the 
door as if he were listening for something. Knowing she had no time to lose, she quietly ran up 
behind the man and landed a heavy blow to the back of his neck with the knife edge of her hand. 

Startled, disoriented and in pain but still standing, the Mossad agent attempted to confront 
his attacker. Valencia’s blow however, had knocked him slightly off balance and as he attempted 
the about-face, he tripped on the anti-chamber’s threshold. Stumbling backward, he fell heavily 
to the floor and smashed his head on the concrete, knocking himself out. His Beretta fell from his 
hand and skidded across the floor. 

Grabbing the fellow's hands, Valencia pulled the man through the door to the swimming 
pool room and called out to Victor, “Victor, help, I need you to tie up this guy before he wakes.” 

Looking up from her work on the laptop, Ahu blanched at the sight of the prostrate body 
that Valencia dragged in, “Is he dead Valencia?” she asked. She hoped she wasn’t going to be an 
accessory to murder. 

“Don’t worry Dr. Eser, he’s still breathing,” Valencia replied as she accepted zip-ties 
from Victor in order to bind the man’s ankles. 

“He’s only unconscious Ahu,” Victor confirmed. He wrapped duct tape around the man’s 
mouth, zip-tied his wrists and then dragged the fellow to one of the far corners of the pool's deck, 
propping him up against the tiled wall. 

“Good work Valencia,” Victor said before seeing her off. 


“Like I said before, no problem Victor. How’s the hunt going?” she asked. 
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“Nothing yet, it’s taking longer than I expected. However, I’m almost finished the full 
scan of the inside of the pool. I just hope that I don’t have to do the room’s wall next.” 

“Well, good luck, I’ve gotta’ get back to the kitchen,” Valencia said with a smile. She 
then latched the door to the anti-chamber behind her, throwing Ahu and Victor again into the 
semi-darkness. 

Shaking off her shock at seeing the unconscious agent, Ahu began her questioning again. 
“So, you’re telling me that you were only in the Vatican Gardens that night to question Cardinal 
Richter, not to kill him?” 

“Huh? Oh, back to my confessions eh?” Victor replied, jumping back into the shallow 
end of the pool. He began scanning the last few sections of pool wall. “I wasn’t really sure what 
I'd find out from the Cardinal, but I knew that it had to be important enough for someone to want 
him dead.” 

Victor made a final sweep of the last six foot section of the pool wall. “I’m just about 
done here,” he said, 

“T’ve almost caught up to you and haven’t found anything yet,” Ahu replied. 

“You know,” Victor began, “the message from the Cardinal as he lay dying baffled me 
for some time. ‘The secret lies...’” 

«na Casa in Toronto.’ I know Victor, I’ve lost many a night’s sleep over what 
happened that night,” Ahu said. 

“Yes, but was the message really worth dying for?” he asked. 

“Victor, I think ve got something here,” she interrupted. “There’s a subsurface anomaly 
big enough to be our void and I’m getting some interesting hyperbolic signatures further into the 
wall.” 

“Which section?” Victor demanded. 

“Section eight.” 

“Right, Pll sweep it again just to make sure.” 

Victor turned the scanner back on and walked along the swimming pool’s wall, looking at 
the numbers he’d applied to each of the finished sections. Reaching the right section, he re- 


scanned it and Ahu soon confirmed that it was the wall in question. 
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Grabbing the duffel bag, Victor switched the GPR scanner for the BOOM Kit. A tissue 
box sized unit that delivered an electrical charge ten-times the strength of a defibrillator. Victor 
then took eight, metal spikes and drove them into the pool's concrete wall; positioning each 
around the suspected perimeter of the wall's internal void. He attached copper wire to the end of 
each of the spikes and ran the wire back to contacts on the BOOM Kit. Ahu watched with 
interest as he set the equipment up. 

“T’ve got only one chance at this Ahu,” Victor said, as he set the unit’s dial for maximum 
charge. “So I pray that we’ve got the right spot.” 

Pressing a trigger-button on the top of the unit, he waited for the kit to build its charge 
and the button to turn from a flashing yellow to a steady green glow. Crossing his fingers, Victor 
pushed down on the glowing button and suddenly felt the concrete beneath and all around him 
noiselessly vibrate. To Ahu’s amazement, the concrete within the circle of metal spikes began to 
crumble, like ice shattering on a frozen pond and then quickly collapsed under its own weight, 
exposing a large void. Victor grabbed his Mag-Lite and shone its beam inside. 

seakeakokeok 
As the Christmas party shifted into late evening dancing, the deejay took up where the string 
quartet left off; giving the young, classical musicians a well-deserved break. Reggie Harwood 
and his spouse left the table to warm up the dance floor and Charlotte Paterson went for seconds 
at the dessert table. This private moment allowed Jack to confirm his suspicions regarding the 
message left by Ahu. 

Taking Dean Hepplewaite aside, Jack showed the dean Ahu’s message and quickly 
explained the situation as he and Ahu saw it regarding Casa Loma and its relationship to the 
Sagalassos tablets. 

“But that’s preposterous Jack. Why in heaven’s name would the Vatican's Prime 
Minister, the right-hand man to the Pope, want to drag ancient tablets to some old castle in 
Canada?” the Dean asked. 

“Tt makes no sense to Ahu or me either, Charlie. However, regardless of whether they’re 
really in the castle’s swimming pool or not, Dr. Ahu Eser is down there,” Jack replied. “When 
she excused herself about twenty minutes ago, that is where she was headed. I believe that we 


should both go down there to see if she’s okay.” 
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“Jack, in case you didn’t notice, this place is crawling with Metro Toronto Police and 
special agents because of a possible threat tonight,” the Dean said. “We guests are restricted to 
this first floor for the rest of the evening.” 

“Even so, Charlie, I know that Ahu has made it down there or she would’ve been back to 
the table by now.” 

“All right Jack, P’Il see what I can do for us. The police chief is a friend of mine and since 
the university’s invited him to this party, he might be willing to allow us a brief look into the 
castle’s swimming pool,” the Dean replied. “At the very least, we can put out the call to his 
people that Ahu seems to be missing.” 

seskesk ek 
Melek met Dr. Israel Cohen just outside the castle’s main entrance. He’d finished combing the 
stable property and had found no sign of Victor Colvin. The two men exchanged a few words 
about the status of their searches so far and then Dr. Cohen continued on to his second, outdoor 
tour. Melek entered the castle vestibule, just in front of the Great Hall and stopped to admire the 
architectural majesty in front of him. 

He gazed admiringly at the hall’s sixty-foot high, hammer-beam ceiling and the forty-foot 
leaded glass windows that graced the south facing wall. Christmas decorations covered the Great 
Hall’s huge marble fireplace on its east wall and the ornately carved, wood paneled columns on 
its north side, where Melek stood. The ridiculous grins on the columns’ gargoyles seemed to 
echo the mood of the revelers. Christmas lights from the tall, nearby tree reflected warmly off of 
the highly polished armorial displays interspersed throughout the Great Hall’s interior. What 
guests weren’t in the Library for the dancing were either milling about here, or rested in the 
relative peace of the Conservatory. 

It was five minutes before Melek remembered why he was in the castle. With his 
curiosity peeked, he decided he’d have to have a look in the other rooms of the first floor. A few 
minutes later Melek discovered the secret stairways in Sir Henry Pellatt’s study. 

seks 
“Marcus, may we have a word with you?” 
Looking up at hearing his name, Chief Marcus Calibralli, Toronto’s first Portuguese 


Chief of Police, smiled and raised his beer glass in a toast. 
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“Dean, how are you? Wonderful party!” the police chief said, a big smile crossing his 
face. “I wish our service had the money to put on a shin-dig like this, but I’m afraid that city 
counsel would never allow it. Ha...ha...ha...” His hearty laugh rang throughout the Great Hall’s 
displays. 

Chief Marcus Calibralli wasn’t a tall person at five-foot eight inches. However, the chief's 
powerful stature, bull dog face and thick limbs made him appear intimidating despite the urbane 
look his tuxedo lent him on this evening. He had an honest approach to life and a commanding, 
forth-right way of speaking. The trust that he engendered had enabled him to quickly move his 
way up the police ranks. Rising from beat-cop to lead investigator in Toronto’s homicide squad, 
and with twenty-five years of impeccable service under his belt, he was a shoo-in to take the 
place of the retiring chief two years before. 

“Glad you like it Chief. However, I need a favor from you. Do you have a few moments?” 
the Dean asked. The two academics quickly explained their predicament and then waited while 
the Chief chewed on the details. 

“You say that this Dr. Eser is at the swimming pool right now?” Calibralli asked. “How’d 
she get past my men and the other agents guarding the entrances to the stairs?” 

“You don’t know Dr. Ahu Eser, sir’ replied Jack Paterson. 

“Please, call me Marcus. So, she’s a resourceful one is she?” Chief Calibralli called over 
one of the constables near the grand staircase and quizzed the young fellow about the possible 
slip in security. 

“She said it was urgent, sir, that she might have an accident as we were talking,” the 
young officer replied, beads of perspiration breaking out on his forehead at revealing his blunder 
to his boss. 

“That’s my Ahu!” Jack said quietly, a smile crossing his face. The Chief looked at him, 
but refused to find the idea funny. 

“T don’t know if you’re aware of this Professor Paterson, but we are trying to guard 
against a potentially dangerous intruder tonight,” Calibralli said, his tone wiping the smile from 


Jack Paterson’s face. “Do you know whether she returned to the first floor, constable?” 
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“T had to leave my post for a short time, and when I returned I assumed that she’d 
returned to the party, sir,” the constable replied. He’d begun to visibly shake as he realized his 
predicament in the face of the security threat that these guests faced. 

“T’'ll be talking to your direct supervisor on Monday about this breach of conduct, 
constable, but in the meantime you’ll accompany us to the swimming pool area. We’ll require 
your flashlight and possibly other equipment once we get there.” The two academics exchanged 
glances, wondering if Calibralli was referring to the need for a gun. Jack gave an inward shudder 
and secretly hoped that Ahu was all right. 

The chief of police called on another constable to cover for the officer that they were 
taking with them. The four men then proceeded down the stairs to the semi-darkened, basement 
hallway. 

seakeskokeok 
Melek glanced down the secret stairwell in Sir Henry’s study, wondering if it would lead him to 
the castle’s basement and the other side of the tunnel. He wanted to confirm that Victor Colvin 
had indeed traveled through the tunnel to get to the castle. 

Stepping into the secret stairwell, Melek began his descent. Noticing that the room at the 
bottom was in semi-darkness, he guessed that what light there was came from the basement's 
main hall. Upon reaching the darkened room he paused to allow his eyes to adjust. That’s when 
Melek saw the shadow cross in front of his face and a debilitating explosion of pain well up from 
his groin. In the next instant he felt himself airborne. 

sesteakokeok 
Victor paused at the base of the wine cellar stairs, pushing himself further into the dark wall on 
the left. He breathed quiet, shallow breaths, daring not to make a single sound. He preferred not 
to alert the sudden gaggle of male voices in the basement’s main hallway, and whoever was 
descending the stairs to his right. Although trapped, Victor still held the element of surprise on 
his side. 

As the shadowy figure made an appearance at the base of the stairs and stepped onto the 
cellar floor, Victor pounced. He drove his knee into the person’s groin and heard the man’s 
agonizing groan. With the man bent over in pain, Victor grabbed the man's left arm, twisted it 


and threw the fellow into a forward somersault. Melek was airborne before he realized what had 
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happened to him and landed heavily, smashing his back and head on the cold hard concrete of the 
wine cellar floor. 

Victor now turned back to the narrow stairs and launched himself upwards, stopping just 
before he arrived at the fully lit study on the first floor. From his tour of the day before he knew 
that the other side of the same wall of the study held a second secret stairwell, this one leading to 
the second floor. This was the one he had to get to, but couldn’t attempt it before the party guests 
had vacated the room. The seconds seemed like hours as he waited for the few academics and 
their spouses to satisfy their curiosity and leave the study. Finally, with the last of them out of the 
room, Victor bolted to the other side of the wall and ascended the narrow stairs to the second 
floor. 

seakeakakeok 
The group of two academics and two police officers arrived at the anti-chamber to the swimming 
pool. Taking the lead with the Chief of Police just behind, the young constable pulled out his 
flashlight and weapon. The Chief grabbed the door handle and found it unlocked. Pushing ahead, 
the group noticed a sliver of light penetrating the anti-chamber from a door that was ajar at the 
chamber’s opposite side. As the officers advanced to the door they could hear muffled groaning 
coming from just inside and to the right of the second door. 

Silently counting to three, the Chief pulled this second door wide and the young constable 
jumped into the opening. With his weapon pointed pool-ward, the beam of the constable's 
flashlight picked out a solitary figure in the shallow end of the swimming pool. The light also 
swept over two large, black bags each with the same coat of arms embossed on them. The shield, 
a bishop’s mitre surmounting the crossed keys of Saint Peter, still glowed in the flashlight's beam 
despite three years of accumulated dust. 

“Hold it Ma’am, put your hands up and stand way from the bags,” the constable ordered. 

Dr. Ahu Eser ignored the officer and continued to examine a tablet that she held toward 
the light of a mini-lantern. Still barefoot and with her elegant gown hiked up above her knees, 
Ahu sat on the pool's concrete bottom. Encircling her were bits of exploded concrete, pieces of 
straw packing material and other tablets she’d removed for further examination. As Jack Paterson 


and the Dean came up behind the officers, they both let out an exclamation at what they saw. 
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“Holy mother of God!” cried the Dean as he pushed to the edge of the pool to get a better 
look at the find. 

“Ahu, is everything all right?” Jack started to say but cut himself short when he saw the 
diplomatic bags. “You’ve found them! We were right after all,” he exclaimed, as a victorious 
smile spread across his face. 

“Young woman,” commanded Calibralli, “please step away from the bags and raise your 
hands into the air.” 

“Oh nonsense! I’m not the one you have to worry about,” Ahu retorted. As she answered, 
her eyes remained glued to the tablet. “However, you may want to see to that man in the far 
corner of the pool, where the groans are coming from. By the way Jack,” she added, looking up 
for the first time, “you’ll never believe what some of these tablets say!” 

seakeakakeok 
Franco exited the darkened Pellatt guest suite at the north-eastern end of the second floor and 
started his walk down the main hallway. Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye a movement 
caught his attention. He couldn’t be sure, but a shadow seemed to pass from right to left across 
the corridor, entering Sir Henry Pellatt’s bedroom. 

Unlike the main floor of Casa Loma, the rest of the castle was in semi-darkness in an 
effort to cut down on electricity costs. The resulting shadow play caused by outside influences 
such as a car’s headlights, mildly unnerved the young Italian with his old fashioned, Calabrian 
upbringing. Shaking aside his superstitious feelings however, he decided to investigate Sir 
Henry’s bedroom. 

As he approached the bedroom on his left, he could hear the noise of the Christmas party 
coming up from the Great Hall and Library. Franco kept his back against the hallway wall and 
looked obliquely through the open door of the dark bedroom. To his amazement he saw, clearly 
outlined in an ebony silhouette, the features of a man’s profile as it looked down upon revelers in 
the Great Hall from Sir Henry’s balcony. An ‘other-worldly’ feeling engulfed Franco, as he noted 
the striking contrast between this blackened profile and the brilliant light streaming in behind it 
from the hall’s ceiling lamps. 

Moving back to the hallway wall, Franco worked hard to convince himself that it wasn’t 


Sir Henry’s ghost coming to join the Christmas party. Drawing his weapon he readied himself to 
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enter the bedroom, the Beretta’s barrel leading the way. As he came within view of the balcony 
again he saw that the silhouette had vanished; was it just his imagination, a case of nerves 
maybe? Determined to find out the truth, Franco stepped into the room. 

seskeskakeok 
Victor noticed the subtle change in light out of the corner of his right eye. He guessed that 
someone had either passed the doorway to the bedroom, or worse, they could still be on the hall 
side of the door. 

Leaving his spot just inside of Sir Henry’s bedroom balcony, Victor positioned himself to 
the left of the bedroom door. He didn’t have long to wait before the muzzle of a gun poked its 
unwelcome presence into the room. Two hands, with the gun gripped tightly between them 
entered next, sweeping from side to side. 

Just as the hands turned to arms and continued their sweep away from where he stood, 
Victor jumped at his stalker. He wrapped his powerful left arm over Franco’s forearms, forcing 
the gun out of harm’s way. While immobilizing the younger man’s weapon, Victor 
simultaneously used his right hand to drag Franco closer and head butted the agent with a 
stunning blow to his face, breaking his nose. Victor pivoted again, this time to his left taking the 
agent’s trapped arms in both of his. He slammed the bundled arms into the top of his raised leg 
and heard a 'pop' sound as Franco’s left elbow became dislocated. One round left the Beretta’s 
barrel before the pain in the younger man’s left arm forced him to drop his weapon. The bullet 
gouged a hole in the white marble mantel-piece standing near the balcony, while its report drew 
the attention of other people in the castle. 

sesteakokeok 
Victor briefly broke his hold on the young agent and stepped back to reposition for the next 
attack. Bloody and with a split lip, this pause allowed Franco to keep his weakened left side away 
from where Victor stood while his back remained facing the room’s balcony. 

Victor moved in again, sending a roundhouse kick toward Franco’s left side but Franco 
intercepted it, turning so that his right arm blocked while he sent out a kick of his own. Franco’s 
left foot smashed into Victor’s unprotected chest, throwing him back into the front poster of Sir 
Henry’s four-poster bed. The force of the impact stunned Victor but the sturdy oak bed only 
shuddered. 
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Victor quickly decided on another tactic. He feigned a second roundhouse kick, again to 
Franco’s left, and Franco moved to block while deciding to deliver a return kick aimed at 
Victor’s kidneys. Franco brought up his right arm to block the kick but Victor had retracted it, 
planting both his feet firmly on the floor. Meanwhile, as Franco launched into his attack Victor 
positioned himself to receive Franco’s leg. 

Automatically, after the ineffective, second block, Franco sent a blistering return kick 
toward Victor and suddenly found it neutralized in another of Victor’s powerful arm locks. With 
one hand on Franco’s ankle and the other on his toes, Victor twisted the younger man’s leg and 
forced him to hop back toward the edge of the balcony. In an instant the balcony’s railing 
shattered as Franco flew through it, followed by a shower of wood splinters. He now hurtled 
downward, twenty feet toward the floor of the Great Hall. 

What saved Franco from actually hitting the floor of that great room would determine 
Franco’s patron saint for the rest of his life. As he fell the wax figure of St. Joan of Arc, her arms 
outstretched as she sat on her steed, got in his way. The collision with St. Joan’s wax figure was 
so great that nothing but a pulverized mess of wax, cloth, leather and metal plate remained of the 
venerable mannequin. Franco by contrast, lay unconscious but alive, sprawled on top of the mess. 
The hind quarters of St. Joan’s horse also hung askew as it dangled off of the pedestal at a crazy 
angle to the floor. 

The academics and their spouses were in a panic and Captain Davidson ordered an end to 
the Christmas party, calling on his men to aid in the evacuation of the party’s guests. A radio call 
was put out for extra police back-up, while the Mossad agents and available police officers not 
aiding the faculty made a move toward the castle’s second floor. 

seakeskokeok 
Victor realized that his confrontation had cost him the precious time needed to escape the castle 
unnoticed. While still under the cover of the darkened second floor, however, he pressed on with 
his advance through the interconnected sleeping quarters of Sir Henry and Lady Pellatt. 

Upon reaching the outer sitting room of Lady Pellatt’s chambers, Victor dove behind a 
baby grand piano just in time to avoid a flashlight beam that bobbed its way past him. A Mossad 
agent hurried through the blackness of the Lady’s sleeping quarters toward Sir Henry’s bedroom 


and as he disappeared the lights to the second floor came on. Victor now felt uncomfortably 
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exposed as he continued toward Lady Pellatt’s bathroom, which overlooked the Conservatory’s 
roof one story below. 
seats akeok 

While the radio traffic increased to a fever pitch in Dr. Israel Cohen’s ear-piece, he stood 
observing the fully illuminated castle from his eastern vantage point at the garden’s stone wall. 
Cohen instructed those agents that were outside to hold their positions and watch the building’s 
exterior for any sign of the fugitive. Those agents on the inside he asked to converge on the 
target’s last known location and aid the police in the capture. Cohen suddenly noticed a dark 
figure pass by the second floor windows of the castle’s south-east corner, what Cohen knew to be 
Lady Pellatt’s area of the house. The figure appeared to be headed east toward the Lady’s 
bathroom. 

Cohen moved swiftly across the snowy ground to a shadowy area at the south wall of the 
Conservatory. He watched as the person forced open the second floor, washroom window and 
began its descent down a rope to the Conservatory’s roof. Carefully removing the Beretta from 
his shoulder holster, Cohen cocked it and prayed that his target would exit the roof close to 
where he was hiding. 

Luck was on his side as he watched the dark figure move in the direction of the south 
wall. The fugitive stopped at a point on the Conservatory's roof that lay just a few feet from 
Cohen. Protocol dictated that he call in help to take Victor Colvin down, but Cohen wanted the 
assassin all to himself; it was time to avenge Sarah’s death and he would be the avenging angel. 

seats okeok 
Victor arrived at Lady Pellatt’s bathroom window, unlocked its old-fashioned latch and then used 
a small crowbar to pry open the window. The dry wood of the frame splintered at the two points 
where screws had been inserted to lock the window in its sill. 

Removing a retractable grappling hook and a rolled up, twenty-foot length of rope from 
his mini-backpack, Victor attached the hook to the sill and slid down the rope to the 
Conservatory’s roof. He stood for a moment, listening and scanning the roof and surrounding 
grounds; all seemed quiet and clear of pursuers. Taking a small, infrared remote from his pocket, 


Victor held it up to the bathroom window and pressed a button. As the hook’s barbs retracted it 
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came away from the sill and with a tug on the rope, grappling hook and rope fell to the roof 
beside him. 

He now moved noiselessly to the middle of the south wall of the Conservatory roof. 
Pressing a small catch on the grappling hook released its barbs and Victor fixed the hook onto 
the slightly raised lip of the roof, letting the rope tumble to the ground. As he held onto the rope, 
he kept the roof’s copper rain-pipe and the small section of wall on which it was attached 
between his feet. Victor wanted to avoid stepping through the ornate and very delicate, leaded- 
glass windows that lay on either side of the rain-pipe. 

Making the final hop to the ground next to some shrubbery, Victor again pointed the 
infrared remote upward. However, before he could retract the grappling hook, he felt something 
hard and cold press into the base of his skull. 

“Good evening Mr. Colvin, please stay perfectly still and raise your hands where I can see 
them,” Cohen commanded in a cold tone. “I’ve waited some time to meet you. To settle a score 
with you.” Victor raised his hands, the remote still hidden in one of them. 

“What are you talking about? Who the hell are you?” Victor demanded. For his trouble he 
received a sharp blow to the back of the head, but it wasn’t hard enough to knock him out. 

“Uh, uh, keep your hands where I can see them Mr. Colvin,” Cohen said. “You remember 
your time in Maine?” 

“What of it?” Victor replied, his ears ringing from the blow. 

“Remember the two ladies that took such great care of you? Your wife and the 
physiotherapist? Do you remember what you did to these young ladies?” Cohen persisted in a 
cool and even tone. “They treated you with kindness and you returned that kindness with cruelty. 
I intend to show some of that cruelty to you right now, Mr. Colvin.” 

“What the hell are you talking about? Those women came at me with guns. I was merely 
defending myself,” Victor replied. For his trouble he received another blow and again his ears 
rang out. Pain shot up his neck, into his head and settled into his frontal lobe. 

“Now Mr. Colvin...” Cohen started to say. 

“Dr. Cohen? Is that you?” Maria cut in, coming up behind the two men from the east side 


of the property. 
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Cohen, about to respond, unconsciously pulled the barrel away from the base of Victor’s 
skull. Feeling the subtle release of pressure, Victor pressed the remote in his raised hand and the 
grappling hook’s barbs retracted, sending the hook and rope earthward. Cohen glanced in the 
direction of the distraction giving Victor his chance. 

Swiftly pivoting to face Cohen, Victor slammed Cohen’s right arm into the copper rain- 
pipe, shattering Cohen’s wrist and sending a bullet through a Conservatory window to ricochet 
off one of the bronze doors inside. As the gun fell to the ground, Victor’s right elbow rammed 
into Cohen’s windpipe. Victor immediately retracted his right hand for another attack, driving the 
heel of his hand into Cohen’s chin and sending the man’s body hurtling backward into the 
unsuspecting CSIS agent. 

seskeakokeok 
In the seconds between her addressing Dr. Israel Cohen and catching his crumpled, wheezing 
body as it catapulted toward her, Maria Gardener regretted her lack of discretion. She realized it 
had been her call to him that distracted Cohen and led to his beating. In anger and frustration she 
grabbed her Smith & Wesson and emptied its magazine in the direction of Victor’s fleeing 
shadow. 

seats akeok 
Victor was seconds way from the stairway entrance leading from the castle’s terrace to the 
garden below. At hearing the report of the gun behind him he flew into a front roll, keeping his 
head and knees tightly together to make his body as small and round as possible. Rolling along 
his forward arm, he felt the edge of the stairs disappear from under him as his momentum threw 
his body downward and into the base of the stone wall at the lower landing. Nine-millimeter 
rounds zinged overhead, some sending stone dust on top of him as they slammed into the 
stairway’s wall above. 

Briefly shaken and in some pain, Victor took a moment to make sure he hadn't broken 
anything and then shrugged off his bemusement. As he hurried down the second set of steps to 
the garden’s snowy ground he remained crouched and hung close to the wall, staying in its 
shadows. Running toward the Davenport Escarpment, he looked over his shoulder and noticed 


that the gun fire had attracted attention. Silhouettes began appearing in the upper windows of the 
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castle and more police with bobbing lights were coming along the terrace, headed toward the area 
outside of the Conservatory. 

Amid the confusion of shouted orders, barking search dogs and the incessant sound of 
sirens Victor plunged down the heavily wooded slope toward Davenport Road at the hill’s base. 
Before exiting the protective cover of the woods however, he moved to where he’d stashed a 
small bag that contained his disguise. 

Victor hurriedly donned a Toronto Maple Leaf toque, a light gray, down-filled winter coat 

and switched his shoes for snow boots. With a lull in the traffic Victor broke from his cover, 
jogging across Davenport Road and quickly blended with the pedestrian traffic on Spadina Road. 


As he limped south on Spadina, he searched out the side street where he’d hidden his car. ***** 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


“God forgive you, but I never can.” 


Queen Elizabeth I 
Montreal, Canada, 12 May, 2003. 


I arrived at Montreal’s harbor ten minutes before my 19:00 hour's embarkation on the M.S. 
Bengazi. The harbor and surrounding dock-lands situated at the base of Old Montreal were a 
buzz with activity, but the Bengazi lay peacefully at her berth. A mid sized freighter, she was 
approximately 35,000 tons and had two main masts, one fore and the other aft of her bridge. 

As I saw it, with the discovery of the cuneiform tablets my final contract was at an end. 
I'd lain low since the Casa Loma Christmas party and now I was en route to perform two, post 
assignment duties. Both of these required a trip to Europe and Captain K. Casperson’s ship was 
just the mode of travel I needed. 

Captain Casperson, a tall, white haired, broad shouldered Norwegian spoke little and 
asked fewer questions. The price of passage was agreeable to both of us and the two week trip 
would allow me time to plot my itinerary for Europe. Our final destination was going to be 
Genoa, Italy. 

Journal Entry: /3 May, 2003. 

Arrived at Three Rivers, Quebec. I walked around town while ship loaded aluminum for Genoa. 
Docked with us were the German ship Luhnstein out of Bremen and the British (Irish) ship 
Raaragh Head of Belfast. We sailed for Quebec City at 19:00 hours, where we’ll take on another 
load of aluminum... 

Captain Casperson came to inform the other passenger, Brian Johnson and me that 
there’d been a reported ship collision in the channel this evening. He thought that this might slow 
our progress to Quebec City. 

Journal Entry: 7/5 May, 2003. 

We're en route out of the St. Lawrence Seaway, speed approximately 14 knots. Since dropping off 
the pilot last night, we’ve remained closest to the southern shore and the Gaspe Peninsula with 
the occasional house in sight to our starboard side... 

With the ocean calm and weather fair, I watched as we passed the eastern Gaspe at 15:00 
hours. Our next stop will be Leixoes, Portugal, just north of Oporto. 


Journal Entry: /6 May, 2003. 
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Arose at 07:00 hours with the coast of Newfoundland to the port side. Between 15:15 and 16:00 
we passed the two, small, French owned islands of St. Pierre and Miquelon... 

As I leaned against the railing near the ship’s bow, the stiff ocean breeze covered me in 
its fine, salty mist. I’m seeing the last of the North American continent and its environs with no 
feeling of regret. Will I choose to return? All depends on the outcome of the most important of 
my commitments. I look hopefully toward the future. 

A recurring thought refuses to release its hold on me: What I do and what I dream 
includes thee... 

Journal Entry: 19 May, 2003. 

At 09:15 hours we sailed through a whole school of dolphins. They seemed to be enjoying their 
frolic around the ship... 

Brian Johnson, a dark-haired, slightly over weight man in his early fifties and I became 
distracted from the dolphins’ show by the unexpected appearance of an aircraft overhead. 

“Likely American,” Johnson said, wiping the ocean’s spray off his pasty forehead with a 
handkerchief. “See, its circling ‘round for another look at us. Probably an AWACS.” 

I wondered whether I should be taking cover since, for all intents and purposes, I was still 
on the run. 

“Nothing to trouble yourselves over gentlemen,” our captain said, interrupting my 
thoughts. He approached us from the direction of the ship’s bridge. “It’s only a routine recon 
flight from the Azores. We see this all the time.” 

I noted the aircraft’s call number for my journal anyway (TWOAFOP), just in case. We 
also set our watches ahead again tonight. With the weather turning overcast I wondered if it 
could be a reflection of how I truly felt about my prospects for the future. 

Journal Entry: 23 May, 2003. 

Bad fog outside Leixoes. Took on Pilot at approximately 08:00 hours but set anchor outside 
harbor due to fog... 

I spent the day exploring the little town of Leixoes, changing Canadian dollars for 
Portuguese and Italian currencies. The smell that emanated from the filthy paper was a testament 


to the town’s primary industry - fishing. Each time I produced one of the bills in the various cafes 
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I visited, their fishy smell assaulted my nose. Curiosity satisfied, I re-boarded the Bengazi at 
15:00 hours and we sailed at 21:00. Next stop - Genoa. 

The succeeding days passed uneventfully while the weather remained sunny and warm. 
On the 24 of May we sailed by the Cape of St. Vincent and the Strait of Gibraltar. The 
Mediterranean islands of Ibiza and Majorca were passed on the 26 and Marseilles and Monaco 
came into view on the 27 of May. Periodically we encountered more dolphins at play. 

Journal Entry: 27 May, 2003. 

At 12:30 hours our position was, according to the captain, about 6/7 miles SE of, and off the 
coast of San Remo. At present speed captain feels we will arrive at the Genoa pilot station 
around 19:30 hours, which will mean disembarking tomorrow. Shall get an early night tonight. 
seakeakokeok 
Four Seasons Hotel, Sultanahmet, Istanbul, Turkey. July, 2003. 
Reg Bryson put the finishing touches on the DSR-1 Bullpup sniper rifle lying on the bed in front 
of him. He clipped the two, 7.62mm, five-round magazines into the bottom portion of the rifle’s 
body. The spare lay in front of the trigger guard and the ‘hot’ magazine, the one that fed the 
breech, lay behind the ergonomic pistol grip and trigger. For length considerations, his sport bag 
being only so long, he chose to leave the silencer off of the Bullpup and just attach the scope. 
He’d do final assembly in the back of the car. 

Hoisting the light-weight, compact bundle of killing power to his shoulder Bryson aimed 
the rifle through the floor to ceiling windows of his hotel room. Adjusting the rifle’s butt stock 
back and forth, he looked for that ideal length that would provide for the most natural arm 
position from shoulder to pistol grip. He set the stock only when butt to shoulder, cheek to cheek 
guard and eye to scope lined up perfectly. Bryson believed that to get the shot right the first time, 
the rifle should be like a natural extension of the body. If it felt at all foreign to the shooter, he 
would have a hard time hitting his target. This was a philosophy drilled home to him by his 
mentor a long time ago. 

Reg Bryson now practiced with the focus adjustment on the scope, sweeping the rifle 
back and forth along the panoramic view outside his windows. He aimed southward, at the 
distant ships in the Sea of Marmara, at the pedestrians and cars in the streets below him and at 


the windows in the buildings opposite. His attention returned to his hotel room when he heard a 
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key in the door. Quickly pushing the rifle under the edge of the nearby bed, he threw the corner 
of the comforter over his sport bag, which still contained the silencer and extra rounds of 
ammunition. Turning to meet the visitor, he kept his right hand on the grip of his pistol nestled in 
his left breast pocket of his blazer. 

“Hello Reginald, it’s good to see you again,” Janet said, sauntering into the room and 
dropping her keys on a nearby dresser. “You’re looking no worse for wear since your fall, 
although I must say, ’'m dying to know how you got out of that place alive.” Her eyes did a 
sweep of the austere room, typical of most hotels she thought. 

“That’s a story for another time Janet,” Bryson replied, a note of wariness in his voice. 
“My, my, aren’t you looking sharp! Although, don’t you think that all black is a bit formal?” he 
asked as his right hand dropped to his side and he crouched to remove the rifle from its hiding 
place. 

“You really like?” Janet exclaimed, a Cheshire grin spreading across her face. She raised 
her arms out like wings and did a slow turn to allow Reg a better view of her outfit. Her full, 
chestnut brown hair lay softly on a close fitting, hip length, black leather coat, under which she 
wore a black, pressed shirt, jodhpurs and smooth black boots with Spanish heels. 

“If you like this, you should see the peeked cap and the black Mercedes I have to go with 
it,” she teased. “But seriously Reg, how are you doing since Switzerland?” 

“Outside of a permanent limp I feel lucky to be alive,” Reg replied, as he continued his 
practice by aiming at targets outside his window. 

Turning back to her, he flashed a rueful smile, “They tell me I’d been laying on a ledge 
for at least two days. Some sharp eyed Sherlockian with a pair of binoculars no doubt spotted me. 
Apparently it took the better part of a day to get me out of the gorge. I only remember waking up 
in the hospital, trussed up in traction equipment. It’s not an experience that I’d like to repeat.” 

Laying the sniper rifle on the bed, he sat down next to it. “Enough about me,” he said, 
looking up at her, “how’s the arm and shoulder coming?” 

Janet walked over to the bed and picked up the rifle, running her hand over its contours, 


feeling the comfort of the pistol grip. 
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“The arm’s slightly stiff and my shoulder is still sore, but the physiotherapy and weight 
training are getting me back into to fighting shape. Speaking of which,” she said, still admiring 
the rifle, “is this the Israeli TAR-21?” 

“A German variation known as the DSR-1 Bullpup. Trust the Gerry to make refinements 
to everything. Isn’t she a beauty?” 

“Yup, and she’s still as light and cuddly as I remember her to be when I fired her in rifle 
practice with the army and Mossad.” She shouldered the weapon and swept it across the view 
from the windows and like Bryson, practiced with the scope. 

“Do you regret what you’re about to do Reg?” she asked, still playing with the rifle. “He 
was your mentor after all.” 

“T’m not one to be nostalgic about the past Janet,” Bryson replied as he too turned to stare 
at the busy world outside his window. “He was a good friend and is an excellent assassin, but 
times change. People fall out of favor.” His voice trailed off, as if he didn’t really believe what he 
was saying. 

Janet turned to look at Bryson as he became absorbed in his thoughts. Was he really 
going to put the past so easily behind him she wondered? 

“So, we won’t have a problem with you on this assignment?” she asked as she held out 
the Bullpup to him. 

“Why, have there been any doubts about my performance from our handlers?” he shot 
back, accepting the rifle from her and zipping it into the sport bag. 

“Well,” Janet hesitated, “you two were a very close team at one time. It may be hard to 
change loyalties so easily. You can’t blame them for wondering if you’re the right man for the 
job.” 

“Humph!” Bryson snorted. “It’s easy for them to judge! Sitting in their bloody ivory 
towers, deciding who to kill and who to keep. If you see the bastards before me, you can tell 
them that I appreciate their vote of confidence.” 

Reg noticed Janet’s sympathetic gaze and realized that she understood; she was only the 
messenger. It was hard serving two masters, especially when there were conflicting agendas. You 
also never knew if, having angered the wrong party, you too might end up on the unwanted list. 


He guessed that Victor himself didn’t realize that he was on such a list. 
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“Has the Mossad got any idea who you work for?” Bryson asked, turning the questioning 
back onto her. 

Shuddering at the thought, Janet shook her head, “No thank God, but there were 
moments.” 

“Like the morning that you called me in Meiringen? What were you thinking? You know 
better than to call when on assignment with the Mossad. Those people keep very close tabs on 
their agents when they’re in the field.” 

“Yea well...” Janet mumbled. She couldn’t finish her sentence because she knew that 
she’d messed up. Looking toward the window to avoid Bryson’s glare, she unconsciously 
massaged her aching shoulder. 

“Come on Janet, enough chit-chat, it’s time to keep an appointment,” he said as he 
headed for the door. 

seskeakokeok 

Cafe Mutlulug’a, Arnavutkoy, western Istanbul - same time. 

Victor sat back and watched the flurry of mid afternoon traffic pass by the cafe’s patio. The 
tourists and merchants moved about in various modes of transport, oblivious to the cafe that lay 
on the eastern fringe of the little town of Arnavutkoy. The cafe occupied the first floor of one of 
the town’s famous old wooden yalis, or mansions. It looked down on western Istanbul’s busy 
north-south highway, Aravutkoy Bebek Cad, and had an unrivaled view of the sparkling 
Bosphorus River further to the east. 

He sat quietly sipping Raki, enjoying the warm afternoon sunshine and breeze that wafted 
cool air from the river. Clearly visible on the Bosphorus’ distant shore was the Asian coast of 
Istanbul with its minarets rising high into the Turkish sky. Victor’s boyhood fascination with 
ships kept his attention directed toward the busy river traffic. Tankers, freighters, cruise ships and 
smaller craft all plied their way back and forth between the Black Sea, the Sea of Marmara and 
all points in between. 

“Hello Victor,” Ahu said, quietly standing beside his table, her smooth black hair gently 


being tossed by the breeze. 
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“Ahu, you came!” Victor got up and invited her to have a seat opposite him. “I wasn’t 
sure you would,” he said, taking his seat again, “although I was holding out hope that you 
might.” 

He noticed that she looked as rested and youthful as she had when he’d first seen her that 
night in London’s Renaissance Hotel. A gossamer sun-dress, sandals, beige shawl and a healthy 
color to her olive complexion accentuated her natural beauty. 

“How did you know where to find me Victor?” she asked as she took her seat and ordered 
a sage tea. 

“Tt’s part of what I do...or did, I mean,” he replied. 

“You kill people Victor, that’s what you do!” she said, leaning toward him and keeping 
her voice low but forceful. She didn’t want to attract the attention of the other patio patrons. 

“How are Emre, Kerim and Mert?” Victor asked, trying to change the subject. 

“They’re all well, thank you. Kerim couldn’t get away for vacation with us. Emre and 
Mert are attending a demonstration of yagli gures, oil wrestling, in the Sultanahmet in western 
Istanbul; this sort of thing is not my type of entertainment.” She turned toward the expansive 
view of the Bosphorus River, drawing her shawl around her shoulders to ward off the nip in the 
breeze. 

“Ahu, I’m retired now. I put in my resignation with my company in Switzerland a few 
weeks ago. I was hoping that we could start over.” God she was so beautiful he thought, as he 
watched her gazing toward the east. The breeze played with the unbound portion of her hair, 
occasionally throwing it across the finely chiseled features of her face. 

Pulling some strands of hair away from her eyes, she turned to face him. Taking a few 
moments before answering, she studied the ruggedly handsome face of the man sitting opposite 
her, the man she’d once been so in love with. 

“T’d like a chance to wipe the slate clean, to put the past behind me and start over. I’d like 
you and Mert to be a part of my new life, my future,” Victor said. 

“Victor, you cannot just erase your past.” Her voice remained steady, even cold he 
thought. “My religion and my conscience do not condone murder and you, Victor, have killed 
others. Innocent people have died because you hunted them down like they were animals. Why 


would I want to expose Mert to that?” she asked. 
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Ahu turned again to face the river; she didn’t want Victor to see the tears well up in her 
eyes. She knew she couldn’t fool her heart, she still felt something for this man and even now she 
craved to reach out to him. Would she lose a part of herself, a part of her innocence if she 
forgave Victor? Looking again into his eyes, she saw that her words had hurt him. Maybe, she 
thought, just maybe he believed that she didn’t love him anymore, but he’d be wrong to think 
this. 

seakeakakeok 
Janet pulled the midnight blue Mercedes S550 up to the curb across the street from the Cafe 
Mutlulug’a, within clear view of the cafe’s patio and she kept the engine running. 

“Okay, you’re up,” she said turning to look at Reg Bryson in the spacious back seat. 

Seeing the busy traffic through the heavily tinted windows of the car, Bryson realized that 
he’d get few opportunities to get his one good shot from the inside of the Mercedes. Unzipping 
the sport bag, Bryson carefully removed the Bullpup sniper rifle and silencer, screwing the 
silencer to the rifle’s muzzle. 

“Reg,” Janet piped up from the front seat, “I meant to ask how the theft went? Did you 
get the tablets to the client?” 

Having shouldered the rifle, Bryson was now focusing the scope’s cross-hairs through the 
tinted window, getting them to stand out in stark contrast to the light colored shirt worn by 
Victor. He needed to maintain his comfort and stability while shooting from the back seat. 

“Tt was a piece of cake, Janet,” Bryson answered as he adjusted the rifle and re-focused 
the scope. “I suppose that the professors at the university thought the vaults at the Royal Ontario 
Museum were impregnable but I tell you, it was like taking candy from a baby getting those 
tablets out. You should’ve seen the client’s face when we dropped the two diplomatic bags 
containing 17 tablets in his office.” Just a moment longer, he thought, the traffic passing their car 
was still too heavy. 

“T suppose that woman he’s talking to is the archaeologist, Dr. Ahu Eser. I wonder if 
she’s surprised to hear that the tablets have disappeared again?” Janet asked, as she watched Ahu 
reach out and take Victor’s hand in her’s. 

“T suspect, after what she’s apparently gone through to find them, she may just wash her 


hands of the whole thing,” Bryson answered while rechecking the scope’s focus against Victor’s 
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white shirt. “Must be some pretty serious conversation for Victor to be so oblivious to what’s 
around him,” he mused. 

“Do you believe the reports coming from the archaeological community that say these 
tablets define a different master of our universe? Initial translations of the tablets find that they 
claim Lucifer as the rightful creator and not God. Apparently the mainstream religions of the 
world are acting as if a holy war has been declared on them with this news. What do you think, 
Reg?” Janet pressed, warming up to the conversation. 

“Janet, I’ve never been one for the ambiguities of religion. People in our profession need 
to be pragmatists, not philosophers - our lives depend upon it.” Bryson re-shouldered the rifle, 
drawing the bolt backward then forward in one fluid motion; a round now lay in the chamber. 
“On my mark you’ll lower the rear, driver’s side window and only raise it again when I tell you 
to. Then get us the hell out of here. Got that?” Holding the pistol grip firmly, he released the 
safety and lightly touched the trigger. “And... Three, two, one... Mark!” 

seskeak ek 
“So, I guess that’s it,” Victor said. “This is our good bye then?” 

“Look, Victor,” Ahu turned to face him, leaning forward and placing her hand on his as it 
rested on the table’s surface, “I didn’t say ‘no’. Only, I need to know that you are truly retired 
from your line of work. Mert and I cannot live with a killer. For our relationship to succeed you 
must promise me this! You must change.” 

“Ahu, I’m finished. I can promise you that Pll not kill again. To lose you because of what 
I do is too great a price to pay.” 

Ahu looked at her watch, “I must go Victor. Meet me for dinner tomorrow night at my 
hotel. I’d like to introduce you to my son.” 

She got up to go, moving to the side of the table that put her in line with Victor, “Take 
care until then. Victor, I...ahhhh!” | Ahu lurched forward and began to crumble to the ground. 
Seeing this Victor got up and caught her just as another bullet tore through the wicker back of his 
chair. 

As patrons and staff saw what was happening they scattered. Some jumped the small 
fence surrounding the patio, some bounded for the inside of the cafe, others, like Victor with 


Ahu, hit the ground. 
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Victor cradled Ahu’s head as she lay on her back on the tiled floor of the patio. 
Screaming out for staff to call for an ambulance he saw the pool of blood under Ahu grow wider. 
The sounds of sirens were heard in the distance. 

“Stay with me Ahu, don’t pass out now,” Victor commanded gently. “You can’t get away 
from me this easily.” 

Ahu smiled weakly at Victor’s quip as a trickle of blood appeared at the corner of her 
mouth and ran down to the bottom of her chin. 

“Victor... cough, cough... you know...cough.” 

“Ahu, stay awake! Don’t close your beautiful eyes my love!” Victor said as he tried to 
keep her sitting up. “Help is almost here.” 

Drained, Ahu felt her limbs growing heavy. It took all her willpower to keep her eyes 
open. 

“Victor... I still...cough... I still lo...” she started to say. With her remaining energy 
dissipated, she lost all desire to fight. Closing her eyes, she let unconsciousness take her away. 

As her eyes closed and her head rolled sideways in Victor’s arms, Victor let out a wail 
and angrily looked around for the ambulance attendants. For the first time in his adult life he 
wept. 

seateakokeok 
Ambulance and police cars blocked off the streets around the little Cafe Mutlulug’a. However, a 
certain midnight blue Mercedes S550 with heavily tinted windows managed to sneak onto the 
Arnavutkoy Bebek Cad and into the thickening, late afternoon traffic. 
The End. 
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...And as the credits roll, “Believe in We” by Tracy Young plays in the background... 


GLOSSARY 


Aft: Toward or in the rear of a ship. 

Canadian Security and Intelligence Service (CSIS): The Canadian equivalent to the CIA. 
Carabiniere: The name of the Italian police force. 

Carbon-dating: A system used to date an object by determining the accumulation of Carbon 14 
within that object. Still the most common form of dating used in archaeology today. 

Cardinal Secretariat of State: The office of the Prime Minister of the Vatican. An office held 
by no lesser an official than a Cardinal and is considered to be the second most powerful position 
in the Vatican next to the Pope. 

Cardiopulmonary resuscitation (CPR): A method of jump-starting the heart and breathing of 
an individual who’s heart and breathing has _ stopped (i.e. vital signs absent). 

Central Intelligence Agency (CIA): An American organization tasked to conduct covert 
operations, intelligence gathering and security missions on foreign soil. 

Chloroform: Sometimes used as an anesthetic during surgery, large does when inhaled _ will 
render a person unconscious very quickly. 

Collections Department: A Mossad name for the intelligence gathering arm of their 
organization. 

Cuneiform: Attributed to the Sumerians, ancient people of Mesopotamia, cuneiform is 
considered one of the most ancient forms of writing in the world; it dates to as far back as 
approximately 3500BC. Cuneiform consists of wedge shaped characters that are impressed into a 
very fine, moist clay. The clay then hardens, fixing the characters into place for posterity and 
usually takes the form of a rectangular tablet. 

Direction General de la Securite (D.G.S.): The French secret service. Similar to the CIA 

Eje: A Turkmen word for ‘mother’. 

Elga: The code name used by the Mossad to refer to America’s Central Intelligence Agency. 
Fiumicino Airport: Also known as Leonardo Da Vinci Airport, Rome, Italy. 

Forbidden Archaeology: Term used to describe archaeological research _ that is NOT 
sanctioned by the Vatican. It usually involves the study of esoteric and what the church would 


consider heretical religious excavations. 
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Han: A Turkish artisan’s workshop where such items as pots, rugs, jewelry and other sundries 
might be made on the premises. 

Hilt: That part of a dagger held by the hand and into which the blade is _ fitted (1.6: the 
dagger’s handle). 

Holy See: Also known as The Vatican, in Rome, Italy. 

Interpol: The umbrella organization representing a world-wide cooperative of police and 
security agencies. 

Katsa: The Mossad’s code name for one of their field agents. 

Ketamine Solution: A drug used to put patients “under” before surgery. 

Kidon: The code name given for an Israeli assassin/hit-man from the Mossad. 

Mercedes S600 Guard: Quite literally a rolling bomb-shelter, this is Mercedes’ fully armored 
limousine. 

Memune: Known as “the first among equals,” this is the title of the chief of the Israeli 
intelligence service, the Mossad. 

Meyhane: Turkish equivalent for a tavern. 

MIS: The British counter-espionage service. Similar to the American Federal Bureau of 
Investigation (FBI). 

Mitre: A conical head piece worn by high-ranking Catholic clergy. 

Mossad: The Israeli intelligence service. Similar to the CIA in America. 

Nap-of-the-Earth: “Nap” refers to the surface of something. In this style of flight the pilot 
follows the contours of the ground below him very closely (e.g. following riverbeds and 
speeding through valleys). The pilot will usually fly between 20 and 75 feet off of the 
ground during this type of flight. 

Ontario College of Arts and Design (OCAD): A college in Toronto specializing in arts and 
multi-media diplomas. 

P*A*T*H System: The underground shopping concourse that extends from south central 
Toronto, at Union [train] Station, in all directions northward under the city’s core business 
district. 

Pommel: Usually ornate, this is the appendage on the rear portion of the hilt. It is at the opposite 


end of the dagger to the blade. 
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Port side: The left side of the ship as one faces the ship’s bow. 

Quillon: That part of dagger’s hilt that flares out and perpendicular to the blade of the dagger. 
The quillon acts as partial protection for the hand from an enemy’s blade. 

Sagalassos: A real archaeological site being sponsored by the Vatican in Turkey’s south-western 
Anatolia. 

Slow drip titration: Incremental administration of a drug through the use of an intravenous 
drip. 

Special Operations: Mossad’s department responsible for covert operations. 

Starboard side: The right side of a ship as one faces the ship’s bow. 


Vigili: The Vatican’s police/security service. 
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